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“T look back now from this high hill 
of my old age.” 
—Black Elk, Oglala Sioux 
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This book is dedicated to my wife, 
DOROTHY JOHNSON LEWIS, 
who, on January I, 1941, in Pensacola, 
Florida, made a promise to have me 
for better, for worse, for richer, 
for poorer, in sickness and in health 
and has faithfully kept it. 
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A Long Way from Home 


It was Friday, June 13, 1913, when the family of Elbert and Zettie 
Christine Lewis grew by one boy, the third of four children they 
would have. They named him Marvin, after Elbert’s brother. Nei- 
ther of them could foresee how far this boy would travel from their 
farm, five miles out of Red Level, Alabama. 


In 1923, the Lewis family moved into Red Level; the children were 
starting high school. In his junior year, Marvin accepted the Lord 
as his Savior. He entered Bob Jones College in 1932, the last year 
the school was located in Florida. The next three years of his 
education were at Bob Jones College in Cleveland, Tennessee, 
where he graduated in 1936. 


The first Sunday after graduation, he began evangelistic meetings, 
and he remained in evangelism for seventeen years, traveling 
through many states. Four of these years, the war years, he spent in 
Ohio, conducting a daily radio program, pastoring a Baptist church 
part-time, and continuing his evangelistic ministry. 


In 1953, Dr. Bob Jones, Sr., the founder of Bob Jones University, 
asked Marvin Lewis to become Director of Religious Activities at 
Bob Jones University, a position he held for twenty-six years. He 


directed the activities of the mission prayer band groups and also 
organized the missionary chapel services. 


On May 8, 1979, the Executive Committee of Gospel Fellowship 
Association met and unanimously voted Dr. Lewis Director of 
Missions. He accepted and began his new duties on June I, 1979. 
He retired on December 31, 1990. 


Dr. Lewis was a member of the Executive Committee of Gospel 
Fellowship Association and served on the Candidate Committee 
from the time the mission was organized in 1961. These obligations 
and opportunities made him long to become better acquainted with 
more of the mission fields of the world. He spent his summers 
preaching at home and in the Far East, Central and South America, 
Europe, Canada, and Puerto Rico. All who know him know that his 
greatest desire is to preach the gospel, even from “this high hill of 
his old age.” 


—D.L. W. 


A Boy from Down Red Level Way 


“That water was so clear you 
could see all the way to the 
bottom of the well, maybe thirty- 
five feet down.” 


“That was our cat Sambo; he 
was older than me, born the same 
time as my brother.” 
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Part One: A Boy from Down Red Level Way 


Speaking abot : 

have always appreciated what a WeOte once said 
about it. He said that he would not have minded 
the depression so much if it had not come right in 
the middle of such hard times! 


Historians tell us that the financial crash, which began the Great 
Depression, took place in 1929. So far as I am personally con- 
cerned, it took place several years before that date. It must have 
been somewhere around 1918 or 1919, when I was five or six years 
old. 


We lived in a fairly new but unfinished house down a long lane 
from a country road in the southern part of Alabama. Our well was 
an open well that had been dug in the yard at the corner of the house. 
We would let the bucket down the short distance to the clear water, 
then pull it up with a windlass. 


I'll never know how I accumulated so much money, but I had a 
total of thirty-five cents. I kept it in a little bag. One day I was having 
some fun with that bag of money at the well. I would stop the empty 
bucket about six feet below me and drop the bag into the bucket, 
then wind the bucket up and do the same thing again. 


That worked fine until about the fourth drop. That time I missed 
the bucket, and my money landed where I could always see it just 
under the clear water, but I had no way of getting it. Thus began the 
great financial depression. 


FROM THIS HIGH HILL 


We received s gift bristinastime when I was 
a boy. An apple and an orange and a few pieces of 
candy just about filled the bill. Sometimes my 
grandmother would make some kind of toy for us 
to play with. You can imagine how thrilled I was 
one year when on the tree was a whole bag of mar- 
bles just for me! I do not remember the exact num- 
ber, but I suppose there must have been thirty-five 
or forty nice marbles in that bag. 


One warm day I was walking from the house to the barn, which 
was a good distance from the house. I had a slingshot in one pocket 
and all of my marbles in another pocket. On the way I saw a stray 
cat climb a tall tree near the road, and a strong temptation came 
over me. I figured that with a couple of shots I could persuade that 
cat to come down out of that tree. But like an addicted gambler I 
did not know when to stop. I stood there and shot every marble that 
I had in my pocket at that crazy cat, and missed him every time. I 
lost all my marbles, but so far as I know that cat may still be up that 
tee. 


After I got a little older and had a little more practice, I could 
aim much better. However, I never used marbles after that episode. 
I always used small rocks or pebbles. 


The next place that we lived had a mulberry tree right outside 
the back door. If anything will draw birds, it is a mulberry tree. My 
brother, Clifford, and I would sit on our steps under that tree and 
shoot the jaybirds when they would come to get the berries. We 
would have a regular field day, and many jaybirds fell to the ground 
because of the good aim we had with those slingshots. 
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I’m glad David did all right with his sling when he went up 
against Goliath. I am sure he had praeticed a great deal with that 
outfit, but he did not trust his human abilities for the victory that he 
won that day. He trusted in the name and power of the Lord, and he 
gave the Lord all the praise for the victory, taking none for himself. 


FROM THIS HIGH HILL 


randmother told us a 


story ae i Teer t bath rie 


Aman of middle age was walking through a field one day with 
three or four young fellows. They were having a casual conversa- 
tion about things in general when the man happened to say to the 
younger men: “You know, I planted oats in this field over twenty 
years ago, and those oats never did come up.” 


The young men thought little of what was said, but sometime 
later one of them repeated the statement about the oats in the 
presence of another man who was much older. At first the older 
fellow just wondered why the other fellow would have made such 
a statement, but then something began to click in his memory. Many 
years before a man by the name of “‘Oats” had suddenly disap- 
peared from the community. They had searched for him, but he had 
never been located. This aroused the man’s curiosity so much that 
he went to the sheriff of the county and mentioned it to him. 


After checking the records and finding that it was just about 
twenty years before that a Mr. Oats had disappeared, the authorities 
decided to look into the situation and question the man who made 
the statement. After some thorough checking and questioning, the 
man admitted to them that he had killed Mr. Oats and had buried 
his body out in that field. He directed them to the spot, and the 
skeleton was discovered. The man was tried for murder and had to 
serve time for his crime. 


The Bible says that ‘““some men’s sins are open beforehand, 
going before to judgment; and some men they follow after” (I Tim. 
5:24). If this murderer had kept his mouth shut he would have 
escaped human punishment, but he would have faced it at the 
judgment bar of God. So whether our sins are known or unknown, 
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they will all be uncovered before the eyes of a holy God. But there 
is One way to cover them for eternity—by the atoning blood of the 
Lord Jesus Christ. Though our sins be as scarlet, He has promised 
to make them whiter than snow. 


FROM THIS HIGH HILL 


May 


I’m afraid. my mainpurpose NIN: 
Scouts in my hometown did not Poin from mo- 
tives of great ideals. 


June 13, 1925, would be my twelfth birthday. I knew the rule 
was that one had to be twelve before joining. But I also knew 
something else: I knew that the entire troop was to travel 125 miles 
for a week of camp at Perdido Bay, near Pensacola, Florida, and 
they planned to leave about the first of June. That posed a real 
problem because I was much more interested in going on that 
campout than I was in becoming an Eagle Scout! 


I knew Mr. Charles Sellers very well. He was the scoutmaster, 
and | just had to approach him about such an important matter. I 
finally did and asked him if I could possibly join a few days early 
in order to go with them on the trip. He did not want to deny me the 
trip, but he did not feel at liberty to break the rule and let me join 
early. In the end I do not think he actually accepted me as a full-fledged 
member. But since I promised him so faithfully that I would join 
without question, he permitted me to go on the trip, and we had a 
wonderful time. 


Sometime later some of us scouts decided to build a log cabin. 
It was voted on and approved, and several of our parents helped 
with some of the extra funds. I remember one special occasion 
during that time when I really got mad with another scout. Four or 
five of us were working on the cabin, and I was doing something 
on the ground while that fellow was up on the roof, which proved 
to be a good thing for me. You see, I was mad with him, but he did 
not happen to be mad with me. I began to fuss at him and dare him 
to come down so I could take care of him. He wouldn’t do it, and 
after I settled down I was very thankful he didn’t. He was larger 
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and stronger than I, and he would have given me a good beating 
and sent me on my way home. yi 


Later I was saved, and on a few occasions an older fellow would 
meet with a half-dozen of us in that scout cabin and try to encourage 
us in Christian principles. Mr. Sellers, the scoutmaster, also became 
a close personal friend and gave me good spiritual advice. 


FROM THIS HIGH HILL 


June 


k er two.b hee of 
Sear her Even though most of the accusa- 
tions were true, such so-called mistreatments were 
done not to harm or hurt, but to tease and have a 
little fun. But there was one serious accusation 
that she held against me for most of my life. 


We lived on a farm that belonged to a man who ran a dairy and 
delivered milk in the town. He had two boys, one who was close to 
my age. One night, just about dusk, my sister was walking from the 
dairy barn to our house. That rascal friend of mine challenged her 
to race him, but purposely let her get ahead. 


In her path he had stretched a wire just about nine inches off the 
ground. Of course she hit the wire, and it threw her. Such a prank 
could have caused serious harm, but it did not hurt her too badly. 
But since I was there, my sister for many years thought that I had 
part in the plan. I think that I finally convinced her that I did not. I 
will admit that I hit her with a sack of cotton and threw a few 
corncobs at her, but I never was mean enough to trip my sister in 
such a dangerous way as that! 
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Y ich when I was 
fourteen years jek one night in Andalustie Ala- 
bama, in a large tent pitched next to a church. It 
was just before he was to open Bob Jones College 
for its first year, and my brother, Clifford, a senior 
that year in high school, was planning to attend. 


Dr. Jones sat on the platform, holding a small Bible or New 
Testament in his hand. He had it open and looked as though he could 
hardly wait for the folks to finish singing so he could get started. 


Following the preliminaries, just as soon as the service was 
turned over to him, he hurried to the pulpit, hurriedly read his text, 
and began to preach. I do not remember much else about that 
occasion, but in my mind’s eye I can still see that evangelist with 
fire in his eyes and with love and zeal in his heart, just ready to jump 
up when the time came for him to preach. I happen to know that 
Dr. Bob never got over that desire to preach. Even when his physical 
body and mental capacity would not permit it, the desire was still 
there. May God give us more of his kind. 
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March 


in the 


Ngs 
midst of tragedies. 


I remember the night when our home burned to the ground. I 
was in high school, but I am sure I failed to realize what a terrible 
experience it was for my father and grandmother. I may have sensed 
something of the burden but failed to enter into the real sorrow of 
such a tragedy. 


There were four of us children, but my brother was in his first 
year of college. Our grandmother lived with us and helped to raise 
the family. We had never been able to own a home, but my father 
and grandmother managed to get enough money together to make 
a down payment on this place where we were living. It was just 
about half paid for when it burned, but the payments still had to be 
made in spite of the fact that we had lost the home. My father was 
never able to build again or to buy another one. 


The sad thing about that fire was that it was no fault of ours. 
The house was too close to another house that burned. No one was 
living there and most people felt that someone had purposely 
burned the other place. 


At least two blessings came out of this tragedy. While the other 
house was burning, the neighbors helped us get most of our things 
out of our home. 


That was a great blessing. Not only that, but another house in 
town was empty and had just been reroofed; the neighbors helped 
my father move into that house sometime around midnight that 
night. He even got a little sleep, he later told me, before he had to 
go to work the next morning. 


10 


Part One: A Boy from Down Red Level Way 


zi P. 48 good that we 
are. Even Height we are all different, some of us 
are different in special ways. There were some dif- 
ferent people in Red Level, Alabama. 


There was Mrs. Costen, who usually played the piano at church, 
but who had a hard time getting anywhere on time. She did not 
purposely plan to be late; she was just slow of movement. She was 
even teased about it on occasion and took it kindly, but without 
much improvement. In fact, the ladies of the church had a special 
meeting once in which each person received a present that would 
best fit her dominant characteristic. When Mrs. Costen opened her 
package, it was a bottle of ketchup. 


Another lady was also known for being late in coming into the 
church services; however, in her case everyone believed that she 
planned it that way. Mrs. Adams was a little more financially 
blessed than most of us. She tried to outdo everyone else in dressing 
as fancy as possible. So every Sunday morning, just about time for 
the announcements to be made, here would come Mrs. Adams, 
walking slowly down the aisle to find a seat. And she always sat 
close to the front so everybody in the semi-circular auditorium 
would be sure to see her. So far as I know no one ever teased her. 
She was not the teasing kind. 


Mr. Tom Clark operated a fairly large store in town and was so 
kindhearted and caring that he finally gave away almost everything 
that he had. For several years he taught the men’s Sunday school 
class. I always thought he had the kindest, nicest voice of any man 
I ever knew, unless it was that of my own father. I was an unsaved 
teen-ager and our class met back of the main auditorium where 
folding doors were between us and the men’s class that met down 
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front. I remember many Sundays when I would find a seat where I 
could peek through the middle fold of our two doors and see Mr. 
Clark teaching his class. I would catch myself trying to listen to him 
because he had such a pleasing voice. He was a great man and, I 
believe, a good man. 


Our family doctor, Dr. Terry, belonged to our church. His son, 
Luther Terry, later became the Surgeon General of the United 
States. When Dr. Terry was not out on a call, he and his family of 
three would always be in church. And they always sat about the 
fourth row from the front on the left side. 


Dr. Terry had one hobby. In the rear of the drugstore he owned 
was asmall room, and that room became a room for domino players. 
When the doctor was not out on a call and had a little free time, he 
would round up somebody, anybody, and have two or three good 
games of dominoes. From all reports he was as good at that game 
as he was in his practice. 


Dr. Bob Jones, Sr., used to tell a joke about everyone being 
different from everyone else. One man said to another, ‘‘I’m sure 
glad we’re not all alike. If everybody was like I am, everybody 
would want my wife.” The other man responded, ‘‘That’s right, and 
if everybody was like I am, nobody would want her.” 
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want to do is to say that dt you ¢ are Hibvthe to sell 
is no good. 


My father clerked for several years in Clark’s Hardware in Red 
Level, Alabama. While I was in high school, I also worked there on 
Saturdays. The store was owned by John Clark and Durham Terry. 
Mr. Clark had a little boy, Dick, who did not talk plainly yet. He 
always called me ‘“‘Warvin”’ instead of “Marvin.” 


That summer I was working with some older fellows placing 
large drain pipes under a street. I got my big toe caught between 
two pipes and had to be off my foot for several days. One of those 
days I was sitting out on our porch when Dick came by, leading a 
billy goat. 


I asked Dick what he was doing with that goat. He informed 
me: “Warvin, you wanna buy a doat? I’m only asking a dollar for 
him. He ain’t no dood and [ wanna sell him.” I assured Dick that I 
had no real use for his goat; so he headed on up the street to try to 
sell his ‘‘no good” goat to someone else. 


You have to find something you can brag about in order to sell 
anything. I heard of a fellow who wanted to sell his old used car, 
so he ran an ad in the local paper. But in the ad he pointed out every 
good thing about the car he could possibly think of. When the paper 
was delivered and he read his own ad, he decided to keep the car. 


That attitude should also apply to the gospel-preaching church 
you attend. Why go to a church that you cannot recommend to 
others? What about the school you attend? Bob Jones University 
became the largest fundamentalist institution in the world. I believe 
much of that growth was due to the positive testimonies of the 
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students who attended. The great majority of the students loved the 
school and went out of their way to recommend it to other young 
people. 


I do not like to see United States citizens badmouthing America 
while visiting foreign countries. We have our problems, many of 
them very serious, but before those on the outside we should be loyal 
Americans. Once just before an election in the United States, I was 
sitting in Dublin, Ireland, at a breakfast table in a guest house. I 
was being scoffed at for speaking favorably about a conservative 
candidate, but I stood my ground. I was not about to have that 
bunch of liberals think that everybody in America was against 
conservatives. 


I remember once when I happened to be in a small group who 
did not know me and I did not know them. Someone made a critical 
remark about Bob Jones University, and one or two others joined 
in agreement. One of them happened to ask me about myself, and 
I quickly responded that I was a graduate of Bob Jones University. 
You could have heard a pin drop. 


Dick did not know any better than to say that his ““doat’’ was no 
good. He was just a little fellow. I saw Dick not long ago. At this 
writing he is the manager of Clark’s Hardware in Red Level. It is 
now a large store. I expect he feels that everything he sells is “‘the 
very best”’ there is! 
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in order to get out OF a little punishment. 


One of the main punishments for troublemakers in my high 
school was to be made to walk around the school building a number 
of times. The number of times was determined by the teacher 
according to the seriousness of the offense. On this particular day 
I was supposed to walk around the building ten times for one teacher 
and fifteen times for another. However, I figured out a way to fulfill 
both obligations at the same time, for one teacher’s room was on 
the front of the building and the other teacher’s room faced the side. 
And neither teacher knew that the other was punishing me. 


The teachers would either stand or sit near the window so they 
could check and see that I was walking off my rounds. I was doing 
okay, but I knew that I was facing a serious problem. The ten rounds 
were for the teacher whose room faced the front. If she should head 
for home as soon as I finished my tenth round I would be safe, but 
I knew if she tarried a while and saw me continuing to walk, she 
would wonder why. She would know that I was not doing extra 
rounds just for pleasure. So I finished my tenth round and began to 
walk very, very slowly for my eleventh round. But I dared not tarry 
too long or the other teacher would begin to be concerned. 


Finally I came to the corner to walk in front of the building, and 
when I did, I saw the one teacher walking off the school grounds 
toward home. She did not look back. I was safe at last. I finished 
my last five rounds and headed for home, with both teachers 
satisfied that I had properly fulfilled my obligation. And, strictly 
speaking, I had, according to their counts. 


Another form of walking punishment was to walk back and 
forth between two posts in front of the school building. Once I had 
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to do that for a certain number of times for the principal of the 
school. I walked about half of them before he had to leave, but he 
expected me to finish them after he left. I did finish them, but not 
as he expected. As soon as he left I ran to my home, which was very 
close to the school, got in the Model T Ford, and drove the rest of 
the rounds off. Every time I go back to my old school grounds I feel 
a little guilty. Perhaps some day I will be asked retroactively to 
finish my rounds in a proper way. 
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1 LVS d was saved. Un- 
til that time I was as ee to hell as any other sin- 
ner, but Iam so thankful that I always had some 
fear of God in my heart. 


One of the most terrible conditions of sinful men is found in 
Romans 3:18: “There is no fear of God before their eyes.’”” When 
a sinner gets to the place where he has no fear of God, he has just 
about passed the point of having any hope for eternity. 


Perhaps that respect was due to my early training and the 
example of my loved ones. J had a father who was consistent in 
seeing that I was in church services whenever the doors were open. 
I remember other young people who went to Sunday school and 
church when they were young. As they reached their teen years, 
some would continue in Sunday school but would not stay for the 
morning service. After two or three more years, they would drop 
out completely. Thanks to my father I never stopped attending either 
the morning or evening services. Most of the time my heart was not 
there, because I was not saved; but I was in church just the same. 


One night I left a little early to walk to church. As I rounded a 
corner, I saw a large group of fellows at the edge of town. Since I 
had plenty of time, I thought I would go up that way and see what 
was attracting the crowd. When I got closer, I heard one of the older 
fellows mimicking a preacher. I knew everyone there. They all 
knew me. The fellow acting the part of a preacher would holler 
something about how folks were living and going straight to hell. 
Every time he would shout “send folks to hell,” the whole crowd 
would let out a great big laugh. 
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I stood there a few moments. I was as lost as any of them. But 
for some reason I could not join in with their mockery of hell and 
sinful living. I was afraid to laugh, and I am glad that I was. I went 
on to church with a disturbed heart and soul. If we had had a good 
gospel preacher who would have preached from an honest and true 
heart what that fellow in town had been preaching in mockery, I 
might have been saved that night. But even then in the Methodist 
church where I was brought up, very little gospel was preached, and 
hardly anything concerning personal salvation was ever mentioned. 


I was holding meetings sometime later in Malvern, Arkansas. 
One night I had a meal in the home of a wonderful Christian couple. 
Two or three of their grown children loved the Lord, but one married 
son had no time for the Lord. He lived in Malvern, and before time 
for church he came by the house. I purposely walked with him 
toward the church, since that was on the way to his home, but he 
was not interested in attending the meeting. When I talked with him 
about his soul, he responded: ‘‘Preacher, I’m not afraid to die; I’m 
not afraid of judgment; I’m not afraid to meet God.’ With those 
words we parted never to see each other again. I wonder where he 
is today. 
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having the “time of our pie 


One of my closest of friends in high school was Frank Hall. We 
were both on the football and basketball teams, were in the same 
grade in school, often went swimming or hunting together, and too 
often got into little troubles that we should not have been in. He was 
a very likable fellow. His father was part-owner of a mercantile 
store; so he usually had a little extra spending money on hand. 


Frank’s older brother had graduated and was working in the post 
office in our little town. A teacher in the school was “‘going with” 
that brother. She taught Frank and me both history and English. I 
am sure that we were often a thorn in her flesh as she tried to keep 
proper deportment and also teach her classes. To tell you the truth, 
she did not do too well with the deportment part of the business. 


One day in history class we were having a test, and I should not 
have been doing so, but I was talking and acting up. Finally Miss 
Martin walked over to me before I finished the test and just took 
my paper from me. I knew that would mean a failure on that test. 
But I also knew two things more. I knew that Frank was just as 
guilty as I was and I knew that she knew it too; so I asked her why 
she did not take his paper. I remembered, of course, that she was a 
good friend of his brother—in fact, she later married him. She 
would hardly answer me; so I kept on asking her why she took mine 
but not his. I did not accuse her, I just insinuated. After I pestered 
her with the question a few more times she replied: “Marvin, if 
you'll keep quiet, Pll give you the same grade that I will give 
Frank.” 


I do not know what she expected, but for the rest of the period 
I did not let out one single syllable. In fact, until the grades came 
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out I did not mention the matter again. But you can be dead sure 
that I was eager to see what grade Frank made and what grade I 
made. She did not forget. We both received a “B,” which was 
probably a little better than I might have made on my own. 


After I was saved, Frank and I were still friends, but we did not 
continue to run around together or have close fellowship. I tried to 
witness to him on occasion. I remember once when I especially 
tried to be a good testimony. We were having a test and I was sitting 
one seat ahead of him. I am sorry to say that in high school we had 
cheated sometimes. One man teacher had failed to discourage it, 
and we could get away with cheating without too much trouble. Of 
course my cheating stopped when I was converted. On this day, 
Frank whispered to me and asked me to give him the answer to a 
certain question. I knew the answer. I already had it down on my 
paper, but I knew I should not do that. I knew that he would 
understand why. He never asked me again. 


What if I had yielded? He was still my friend—would I have 
helped him or hurt him? I not only would have hurt him but also 
would have hurt any future possibility of ever witnessing to him 
again. Years later, I telephoned him and asked him about his 
situation. He declared to me that he had been saved and was 
attending church regularly. I hope he was, for the last time I called 
his home, his wife answered and said he had a terminal illness. He 
passed away a few years ago. 
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r the spiri- 


tual needs of Vain eile 


Bob Jones College had finished its fourth year, still located in 
Lynn Haven, Florida, near Panama City. At that time there were 
very few independent churches, and many of the denominational 
churches were not doing much for the spiritual welfare of the young 
people. So Dr. Bob felt motivated to form an organization for young 
people, and each local group would be called a Young People’s 
Fellowship Club. 


The clubs were for Christian young people who would pledge 
themselves to read the Bible daily, pray at least twice daily, attend 
gospel services whenever possible, try to win others to Christ, and 
unless providentially hindered, attend every meeting of the club. 
The meetings were usually held during one of the nights of the week 
other than the prayer meeting night. 


Club members were to meet for Christian fellowship, testimo- 
nies, and Bible studies. One of the purposes was to prove to others 
that Christian young people could “have a good time in a Christian 
way.” Many young people gave themselves over to dancing, card 
playing, going to the theater, and finding other worldly pleasures; 
fellowship club members tried to show them how Christian young 
people ought to live. 


The Young People’s Fellowship Club movement began very 
slowly but started to grow in large numbers in different areas of the 
country. Every year during the Bible Conference at Bob Jones 
College one special day would be set aside for the Fellowship Club 
meetings. My brother, Clifford Lewis, was the first president. He 
held that position for several years and organized clubs in many 
places. I formed a small club after I was saved, and I attended the 
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first national meeting held at Bob Jones College in the summer of 
1932. It was there that I announced publicly that the Lord had called 
me to preach. Several evangelists were out in the field and many of 
them began to organize clubs following their evangelistic meetings. 


The official verse chosen for the clubs was Colossians 3:17, ““And 
whatsoever ye do in word or deed, do all in the name of the Lord 
Jesus, giving thanks to God and the Father by him.” That verse was 
to be repeated at every meeting. The official colors were red and 
white: red standing for the blood of Christ and white standing for 
purity of living. The members had pins to wear. The pin had a white 
background with the letters YPFC. On the pin was also a question 
mark, to encourage someone to ask what it meant. The one wearing 
the pin could then respond by saying, “It means are you saved? Are 
you a Christian?” 


Dr. Monroe Parker became the next president of the clubs, and 
after he relinquished his duties, I was asked to serve in that capacity. 
As the years passed, more and more independent churches were 
formed, and they had their own young peoples’ groups. When we 
felt that the clubs had fulfilled their purpose, they were discontin- 
ued. But only eternity will tell how much was accomplished 
through the testimony of the hundreds of individual clubs that were 
organized throughout America. 
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years of age. ne ae utah as the Godbolds 
helped to make up for the loss of a loved one when 
we were all very young. 


My brother, Clifford, was the first of our family to meet the 
Godbolds. Since they had no children, they more or less accepted 
him as a member of the family. For some time he even had an 
office in their home and could come and go as he wished. They 
would often drive him to different places for evangelistic serv- 
ices. They were in the meeting on that Saturday night in August 
of 1931 when I was saved. 


The Godbolds seemed to accept all four of us children as 
though we belonged to them. We were never officially adopted, but 
we always felt that we belonged. My younger sister was married in 
Alabama, my other sister in Pennsylvania, my brother in Michigan, 
and I in Florida; but the Godbolds attended all of our weddings. 
Mrs. Godbold drove my younger sister to Birmingham and bought 
her a going-away outfit before she was married. 


I went to both their funerals, first to his and later to hers. At the 
time of his funeral, someone told me that the four of us children 
were included in their wills. What they left us gave us a little extra 
help when such help was especially needed. We still cherish the 
memory of these kind people. 
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September 


I have always beer ereatly. conce 
who profess salvation but seem to have no desire to 
go to a gospel-preaching church. 


Nothing was ever accomplished in our youth meetings in the 
Methodist church during my teen years. I know I was not a Christian 
at the time, and I seriously doubt that any of the others were saved 
either. The meetings became mostly a social gathering. As for the 
fellows, at least, we went only to have a good time and to be with the 
girls. Finally, all church-sponsored youth activity was discontinued. 


I was saved in late August and still had one year in high school left. 
My heart yearned for good Christian fellowship, but there was none 
to be had in our church. There were only three other churches in town, 
one Presbyterian and two Baptist. One of those Baptist churches had 
been established for many years, and I knew it had a large group of 
young people that met on Sunday nights before the preaching services. 
My scoutmaster was in charge of the group, so I asked him if he would 
permit me to sit in on his meetings with those young people. 


The young people really accepted me into their number as 
though I belonged. Back then the Southern Baptist Convention was 
very good and those meetings really helped me to grow spiritually. 
Those young people seemed to know what it meant to be saved 
and to want to study God’s Word and live for the Lord. 


God is the final judge, but it seems to me that if a person is 
genuinely saved there would be a natural desire and hunger in his heart 
to be with God’s people under the preaching of God’s Word. You do 
not have to beg anewborn baby to take milk. I believe a newborn babe 
in Christ should “desire the sincere milk of the word” that he may be 
able to “grow thereby” (I Pet. 2:2). 
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Lore mne thing from us that 
hurts us for the moment, we must realize that He 
does it for our future good. He does it because He 
loves us. 


To a certain degree you can judge or measure a person’s 
discipleship by what that person is willing to do or to give up for 
the sake of Christ. Some people think a great deal about the 
importance of “‘Lent,” the forty days preceding the resurrection 
of Christ. And some do indeed sacrifice some of their real 
pleasures during that time. 


Others try to observe certain things during Lent but live like 
the Devil before and immediately after. No one has any real 
respect for such people. Some of us may be like the young fellow 
who said he would be willing to give up eating spinach during 
Lent because he didn’t like the stuff anyhow! At least he was 
honest about what he was doing. But what about the person who 
has been born again? What are we willing to give up for the One 
who saved us? According to Matthew 6:19-34, we should be 
willing to “let go” of anything that He calls for. 


One of the hardest decisions I had to make was about my 
girlfriend. I had the bad habit of smoking, but giving that up did 
not trouble me in the least. I said “‘no”’ to smoking the very night 
that I was saved. And I was glad that from that night on my mouth 
could speak clean words instead of some filthy words that I had 
been used to speaking. But what about that girlfriend? 


She was a nice girl. She went to Sunday school and church. 
In fact, she taught a Sunday school class. She did not smoke. She 
did not curse. In many ways she was a better person than I had 
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been. Yet I knew that she had no conscience against dancing, 
playing cards, attending movies, and so on. For a few days it was 
a battle, but I knew the Lord did not want me to participate in such 
pleasures any longer. In fact, I no longer had any desire to. Therefore 
we parted ways, still good friends, but there would be no more 
dating. 


I have often heard people say that the Lord never takes anything 
from us without giving us something better. I can, without any 
hesitation, say that the Lord replaced that girlfriend with a wonder- 
ful and sweet wife who has stood by my side for more than fifty 
years. I had to wait a few years to have that fulfilled, but it is a great 
joy to date and marry the person the Lord has chosen. 


I have often wondered what would have happened if I had not 
been willing to say yes to the Lord. I do not know if that young lady 
was saved or lost. Her church taught little about personal salvation. 
I might have been able to influence her in the right direction, but 
she could have easily influenced me in the wrong direction. The 
Bible plainly says that we are not to be “unequally yoked together,” 
and a person never makes a mistake by obeying the Word of the 
Lord. I have seen many young people make the tragic mistake of 
following their emotions and their own desires instead of the clear 
command of the Word of God. See II Corinthians 6:14-18. 


I do not know what the songwriter had in mind when he wrote 
the fourth verse of ““Does Jesus Care?” If it was not something, it 
may have been someone. He wrote: “Does Jesus care when I’ve 
said ‘goodbye’ / To the dearest on earth to me, / And my sad heart 
aches till it nearly breaks, / Is it aught to Him? Does He see?” Then 
he answers his own question by assuring us that the Lord does care, 
that His heart is touched with our grief. He cares because He is our 
heavenly Father and He loves us with an everlasting love. 
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Sake really 
makes an impression upon those who are doing the 
testing and persecuting. 


Claud Costen was a close neighbor of mine. We were in high 
school together and were very good friends. At least we were until 
I got saved. 


We were on the football team together. Since he played tackle 
and I played end, we played right next to each other on occasion. 
However, sometimes during practice sessions we were playing on 
opposite sides. I had been saved for only a short time when we were 
in such a practice session. 


His team had the ball, ready to make a running play. Claud was 
down low with one hand on the ground. I was on the opposing team 
getting ready to try to stop the play. When the ball was snapped, he 
charged toward me with a handful of dirt and just stuck it right in 
my face. The natural tendency would be to strike back or to report 
him to the coach, and Ill have to admit that I was tempted to do 
one or the other or both. However, I quickly realized that he did that 
for one purpose only: to test the reality of my “religion.” So with 
the Lord’s help and grace, I continued with the practice as though 
nothing out of the way had taken place. 


I do believe that I proved to be a good testimony to the Lord’s 
grace during that time of testing. Later in the year I tried to witness 
to Claud concerning my salvation. I do not know that he was ever 
saved. Following graduation he headed for the oil fields of Texas 
to work, but at least I tried not to be a stumbling block in his pathway. 


I knew a man in Port Huron, Michigan, who told me how his 
coworkers mistreated him when they knew that he was a Christian. 
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He said some of them would go out of their way to use the vilest 
language possible while in his presence just to get his reaction. Of 
course he did not like it, but there was very little he could say to 
prevent it. 


He told me that one day it was worse than ever before. A small 
group of workers surrounded him and blasphemed the Lord’s name 
with every curse word they could think of. His boss was among the 
group, as guilty as the others. In spite of it all, my friend held his 
tongue and did not get mad. After they went back to work, the boss 
came to where he was working and commended him for his 
patience. He personally apologized for his part and assured my 
friend that such as that would never happen again. In fact he told 
him to let him know if it did happen, and he would take care of it, 
even if it meant firing other workers. 


Most Christians have not had to suffer very much. In compari- 
son to our Savior and to the martyrs of the past, we have had paths 
to travel that have been beds of roses. “Yet if any man suffer as a 
Christian, let him not be ashamed; but let him glorify God on this 
behalf” (I Pet. 4:16). 
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soon after 


I was saved. 


I found out early in my Christian life not to write a letter to 
someone without signing my name. If the recipient does not know 
who sent the letter, he will pay very little—if any—attention to what 
is written. If he should correctly guess who sent the letter, he will 
count the sender as a coward and show little regard for the sender 
or the material sent. 


I was correct in my opinion, but I was not correct in the way I 
went about writing. And I was dead wrong in not signing my name 
to what I had written. I had been saved in a good fundamentalist 
church in Montgomery, Alabama, one hundred miles north of my 
hometown. Within a few weeks of my return home, most folks in 
the little town heard that I had been saved. There had been a 
remarkable change in my life and in my habits, and those changes 
were rather noticeable in the school and in the community. 


The pastor was holding special meetings in the church, and of 
course I was attending every night. He was preaching some good 
messages, I suppose, but I knew the young people who were 
attending, and I knew he was not even touching the sins that they 
were committing. So I sat down and wrote a good strong letter to 
the pastor and told him what was needed for the sake of the unsaved 
young people and some of the adults in the meetings. I mentioned 
a few things such as dancing and card playing, and told him how 
the people needed to be saved. 


The next couple of nights I found the pastor preaching at me 
and to me, completely disregarding the things I had mentioned in 
my letter. He never said anything to me personally, but I knew that 
he knew who had written the letter, and I knew that he did not like 
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it. | determined then and there that I would never do that again. I 
would either sign my name or speak personally to the person, but 
no more anonymous stuff for me. I have received a few letters of 
that kind myself through the years, and I do not like them either. 
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hig l gee the writing 
of this article. I Just placed my Bible on the sofa af- 
ter reading two chapters from the Old Testament 
and one chapter from the New. This practice I 
have endeavored to follow since making a rather 
difficult decision sixty-two years ago. 


I had been saved in my brother’s evangelistic meeting in 
Montgomery, Alabama. He came by my high school homeroom to 
see me and had permission to speak in two or three different classes 
of the high school. When he finished speaking in our room, he 
encouraged us to read the Bible. The reading should consist of three 
chapters every weekday and Saturday—two in the Old Testament, 
one in the New—then double that on Sundays. That would be 
twenty-four chapters each week. It would not come out even, but 
in reading it this way a person could practically read the Bible 
through during a year, then repeat the process again and again. Then 
he said he would like to pass a paper down each of the five aisles 
and have those who would promise to do this reading sign their 
names. : 


I knew that hardly anyone in that room would sign such a 
pledge. I knew most of them only too well. I thought there might 
be one or two girls who would venture to do so. I knew in my heart 
that I should do so. They all knew that I now professed to be a 
Christian. Would they laugh at me and make fun of me if I signed 
it? I felt sure they would. I was sitting halfway down the second 
aisle. When the paper reached me, one girl had signed. 


I never asked him, but I always felt that Clifford did that more 
or less to test my faith, and also to encourage me to read the Bible. 
I was already doing that and enjoying it, but that was at home in 
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private. Here it was different to make such a pledge in front of those 
fellows with whom I played football and basketball. Would I show 
myself to be a sissy or a real man? When the paper reached me I 
could tell that all eyes were fixed on me. I’Il tell you one thing, if 
it had been a few months earlier, I would not have signed it. But 
when I received it, I placed it on my desk, and without any hesitation 
I wrote my name on the paper and passed it to the next person. I do 
not believe anyone else signed. 


Not one person in that room ever said one critical word to me 
about what I did. To tell you the truth, I think they expected me to 
sign it, and I have often wondered what they would have thought 
if | had not. I believe I gained a little respect from everyone in the 
room that day, but it was not easy. Satan tempted me not to do it, 
and he still tempts me to disregard the Word of God. I do not believe 
in “‘acting pious” to be “‘seen of men,” but there are times when 
we must not be ashamed of the testimony of our Lord and Savior, 
Jesus Christ. 


Peter constrains us to grow in grace and in the knowledge of 
our Lord and Savior. In order to grow in knowledge we must read 
and study the Word of God. In order to grow in grace we need to 
exercise and put into practice the lessons we learn from that 
knowledge. We never get too old in years to grow spiritually. And 
we never get so spiritual but that we still need to grow in grace and 
knowledge. 
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his soul to the Devil and go to hell. 


From my freshman year through my junior year in high school, 
my grades were terrible, my deportment was deplorable, and my 
reputation was questionable. And I thought I was having “the time 
of my life.” 


Sometime in my sophomore year, four of us were called before 
the principal of the school. To the first of us he said, ““You were seen 
smoking on the school grounds. You are suspended from school until 
you return with your father.” 


The same speech went to the next two in line, and I knew my 
time was coming. I didn’t think the principal had actually seen me, 
though I knew I was guilty. I really wasn’t a liar, but I hated the 
thought of being sent home with such a penalty. So, when the 
principal called my name, I said, “Professor Norton, I didn’t—” 


“Marvin, you did!” His finger was pointing straight in my face. 
“T saw you!” 


I had nothing further to say, of course. I took my penalty—and 
broke my father’s heart. A few days later, my father brought me 
back, and I was permitted to reenter school. 


My senior year was altogether different. I had the pleasure of 
living a Christian life before that principal, before the teachers, 
before my fellow students. For what occurred on graduation day, I 
can only thank the Lord. That principal, before whom I had pre- 
viously lied, called my name and presented me with a medal of 
honor. 
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We S st had to pet do i what we had and get 
along the best way we could. 


The day I graduated from high school, I had to borrow a suit of 
clothes from my uncle. He was staying with us at the time because 
he had no job. He could not attend my graduation, because he had 
only that one suit. 


My first year at college was at Bob Jones College near Panama 
City, Florida. Many of us fellows had to hitchhike to and from 
college. Once I found myself in Dothan, Alabama, with one nickel 
and a huge hunger. I bought a hamburger for lunch. To make it go 
as far as possible, I loaded it with what I thought was ketchup. The 
first bite told me it was not ketchup, but hot sauce! 


There I was in a dilemma. The thing was so hot I could hardly 
eat it; yet | was so poor that I had no other choice. I cannot remember 
how much water I drank with my hamburger that day—but I indeed 
felt full. 
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its who have 
had some rather Dhustie le experiences in the man- 
ner in which others have entertained or treated 
them in their service for the Lord. 


Has Christian work always been easy? Certainly not. The first 
few years of my life, I lived in a little country home on a two-mule 
farm, with nothing of what we today would call modern conven- 
iences. I was probably twelve years old before we had electricity 
in our house. As a young boy I either walked or rode a wagon to a 
church service. So, in comparison to what I had in my early 
boyhood, I have fared like royalty on many occasions. 


There were, though, some times that have been rather tough. 
Many times I closed a meeting on Sunday night and drove the rest 
of that night end the next day in order to begin another meeting 
Monday night. When I was well past seventy, I made a mission trip 
to a country in South America. I was gone for ten nights; two of 
those entire nights were spent in the lobby of an airport in a jungle 
city. And I can’t sleep in those places. 


One of the most precarious situations I was ever in concerned 
bathroom arrangements. My room was on one side of the house and 
I had to go through the bedroom of the couple who lived there in 
order to reach the bathroom. Therefore, I had to go to the bathroom 
before they went to bed, then hope and pray that I would not have 
to get up any time during the night. I would have to wait until I 
knew they were up and out before I could “pass through the 
portals.” 


Usually a preacher is treated to the best food that people have 
and to the best accommodations. Though we never like this to 
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happen, many times a man and his wife have moved out of their 
bedroom into some other place in the house so my wife and I could 
occupy their room. 


No one should answer the call of God just for the sake of getting 
anything better than he might have otherwise. But the Lord is good 
and faithful. He supplies for His own. We should be willing to 
follow the leading of the Lord regardless of the hardships. After all, 
we are disciples, and the disciple is not greater than his Lord. 
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would not hedonic a ior in or Be oprnenity 
associated with the Methodist church. 


I had finished one year of work at Bob Jones College. (The 
school was located then in Lynn Haven, Florida, but moved that 
summer to Cleveland, Tennessee.) I was visiting my father in Red 
Level, and the Methodist pastor asked my father and me to accom- 
pany him on a Sunday afternoon to a country church five miles out 
of town. 


The three of us stood in front of the church, and the pastor was 
saying to my father something like this: ““We’re so glad Marvin is 
in school, and we look forward to the time that he’ll be graduated 
and taken into the Methodist Conference.” I feel sure that my father 
thought that it would be that way. His father, my grandfather, had 
been a Methodist preacher for many years in the state of Georgia. 
I did not say anything, but at the time I felt that I could never be a 
part of the Methodist denomination. I did not know much about it 
at the time, but what I did know was unsettling. 


I know some good men have stayed in the denomination with 
the hope of changing it for the better. But the situation has grown 
worse and worse. And it could not be otherwise when their pastors 
are coming from schools and seminaries with faculties that are 
dominated by those who do not believe the Bible to be the Word 
of God. 


I have been thankful to the Lord many, many times that I made 
such a decision early in my Christian life. As an evangelist, I came 
to understand that the leading modernistic church in almost every 
town or city was a Methodist church. For many years, the Methodist 
church has been one of the leading influences in the National and 
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World Councils of Churches, majoring on everything but the gos- 
pel. I did not want my two daughters to grow up knowing that their 
daddy was supporting such a liberal, modernistic organization. 
Neither would I want to face my Lord some day and try to explain 
to Him why I was not willing to “come out from among them, and 
be ye separate”’ (II Cor. 6:17). 
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sophomore. He EDAD the MeReespart 
Pennsylvania, and had made arrangements for 
me to hold some meetings in his church during 
the holidays of Christmas, 1933. I do not remember 
how we traveled from Cleveland, Tennessee, to East 
McKeesport, but I well remember how we returned. 


To save money, we were going to hitchhike. There were three 
of us. Since it was my first time to be in the North, they advised me 
to walk ahead of them a ways so that if they should catch a ride, 
they would ask the driver to pick me up also. We agreed that if we 
got separated, we would try to meet in Cincinnati and spend the 
night in a hotel. However, I happened to catch a ride before they 
did, and my ride took me all the way to Columbus, Ohio. 


In Columbus I felt that the best thing to do would be to take a 
streetcar to the end of the line, toward Cincinnati, then try to catch 
a ride to our destination. When the streetcar stopped, I thought I 
was supposed to get in from the front, but I was supposed to enter 
from the rear. The operator was hollering at me, telling me where 
to get on. Finally I understood, entered the streetcar, and looked for 
a seat. Lo and behold! There sat Chris Miller. I was doubly glad to 
see him—not only for the company but also because he had some 
eats with him that one of his friends back home had fixed for us. 


It was providential, indeed, for the two of them had been 
separated also. In discussing our trip we found out that I had come 
one route to Columbus aad Chris had gone a different route entirely. 
Even though night had overtaken us, we did catch a ride into 
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Cincinnati and on into Cleveland, Tennessee, the next day. The 
other fellow was late in returning to school. 


Later Chris married my sister and we have spoken about that 
occasion often. He still laughs at me for trying to enter the streetcar 
at the wrong end! 
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the scriptural injunction ian “Pride goeth 
before destruction, and an haughty spirit before a 
fall” (Prov, 16:18). 


One morning I was asked to speak at a Christian day school 
while I was in British Columbia. The entire school grounds were 
covered and packed with snow, and I entered the doors by winding 
through the paths that had been dug out through the deep snow 
around the buildings. 


Before giving the message to the boys and girls that morning, I 
mentioned to them the fact that I was twenty years old before I had 
seen my first snowflake. They could hardly believe it, but I told 
them the truth. I was born and reared in the southern part of 
Alabama, only about twenty-five miles from the Florida line. We 
had seen some rather cold weather but not one snowfall during all 
of those years. But a good one came during my sophomore year in 
college in Cleveland, Tennessee. 


In front of a building we called “Old Main” there was a 
fountain, and from the fountain there was a gradually sloping walk 
down to the sidewalk of the street. After the snow, some fellows 
from the North were giving each other a little push from the pool 
and just sliding on the soles of their shoes down to the sidewalk. I 
watched them for a while and saw the young ladies admiring their 
antics, and I wanted to get in on the game. At first I was afraid, but 
I felt I just had to show them all what this southerner could do. 


I eased back up to the pool as far as I could and gave a good 
spring forward. Before I knew what was happening, my feet were 
up in the air and I was sliding on my back and shoulders on the 
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ice-covered walk. Instead of some admiring glances, I received a 
lot of laughs. When I first got up, I could not lift my left arm because 
my shoulder was hurting so badly. But I dared not complain; I sort 
of laughed it off and walked slowly away. After a little while I was 
all right physically, but my pride was badly bent. 
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Nove 


Jimmie Johnsol 
practical joke. 


In college we had an organization called the Life Service Band. 
One day in one of our meetings we were singing “At the Cross.” 
Jimmie was a good student and had no trouble with his English, but 
while singing the chorus he sang: “At the cross, at the cross, where 
I first SEEN the light,” and continued singing without cracking a 
smile. I was standing next to him and was perhaps the only one who 
heard him, but it just about ruined my singing for the rest of that 
song. 


What he did made me think of what Dr. Bob Jones, Sr., often 
told us. He quoted someone who had said, “I had rather hear a 
fellow say ‘I seen something,’ if he really had seen something, than 
to hear a fellow say ‘I saw something’ who hadn’t seen anything.” 


We had a special reading class for preacher boys that met once 
a week. A speech teacher tried to help us in reading the Scriptures. 


Harold Johnson, another classmate, had decided to grow a beard 
and it was a heavy, dark one. This particular afternoon Miss Flood 
called on Harold to come before the class to read. Harold had his 
finger on a portion to read, but as he passed in front of Jimmie, 
Jimmie just whispered to him to read Psalm 133. Harold quickly 
turned to that passage. He had a very serious, sober look on his face 
as he tried to read the following words: “Behold, how good and 
how pleasant it is for brethren to dwell together in unity! It is like 
the precious ointment upon the head, that ran down upon the beard, 
even Aaron’s beard: that went down. . .” and that is about as far as 
he could go before he himself began to smile and the entire class, 
including the teacher, began to laugh out loud. Harold was never 
able to finish reading that short psalm that day. 
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December 


I will never. Lvet the spiritual uplift that came to 
my heart late one night through that Crosley radio. 


An old Crosley radio sat on a table in the living room of our 
home. That radio was a marvel—you could listen to special pro- 
grams from Cincinnati, Ohio, and Del Rio, Texas, and sometimes 
maybe a local station closer by. 


It was the Christmas season. My two sisters and I were home 
for the holidays from Bob Jones College. Everyone else had gone 
to bed, but I had decided to sit up late and listen to the radio. Late 
that night a special program came on, and a preacher gave a 
message about “The seven I WILLS” from Exodus 6:6-8. 


The Lord was speaking to Moses concerning the people of 
Israel, and He assured Moses that there were seven things He would 
do for those slaves in Egypt. The Lord said, “I WILL bring you out 
from under the burdens of the Egyptians, and I WILL rid you out 
of their bondage, and I WILL redeem you with a stretched out arm, 
and with great judgments: and I WILL take you to me for a people, 
and I WILL be to you a God... . And I WILL bring you into the 
land... and I WILL give it you for an heritage: I am the Lord.” 


Those were great promises made from God to Israel through 
Moses while the people were still in the land. And it came to pass 
just as God said it would. Those words “and it came to pass”’ are 
often found in the Word of God. One day while thinking of that 
expression I wrote the following: 

‘And it came to pass” — 

Though scoffers scoff and mockers mock, 
The foolish laugh to scorn: 

God’s Word prevails, it never fails, 
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As spoken, so ‘tis done. | 

“And it came to pass” — 

False teachers may wax bold, and say 
“Tt is impossible.” 

Yet souls in sin can trust in Him, 

And hungry hearts are filled. 

‘And it came to pass” — 

Though critics muse, and then confuse 
Themselves with all their thinking; 
Yet souls are fed with heav’nly bread, 
And thirsty ones are drinking. 

“And it came to pass” — 

It’s not by sight, or gain, or might, 
That we can save the soul; 

By faith we look; believe the Book, 
And Jesus makes us whole. 
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Ke bruar. sgn 


He was a gray-haired prof 
the humorous side of things. 


Dr. West taught science and biology for several years at Bob 
Jones College. He had a quick wit that you had to get used to, and 
sometimes he would talk rather softly but quickly. I believe I was 
in my junior year of college when he had the “pleasure” of having 
me in his biology class. 


We were given an assignment to write a paper on any subject 
we chose. Then, in turn, we were to stand in front of the class and 
read our papers. I well remember the day when my name was called, 
and I stood up to read the classic that I had so masterfully written. 


I stood up before the class and very seriously announced that 
my paper was about “Baboons and Monkeys.” Before I could read 
the first word, Dr. West said, “You should know the subject well. 
Go ahead.” As soon as the class, including myself, finished laugh- 
ing, | read my paper. 
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William Bruner, was an outstanding Greek 
scholar and an excellent teacher. I respected his 
knowledge a great deal. 


One day on campus I asked him to explain a verse of scripture 
to me, thinking he would be able to give me some profound 
explanation from the original Greek. 


The verse I asked about was I Timothy 5:24: ““Some men’s sins 
are open beforehand, going before to judgment; and some men they 
follow after.” Dr. Bruner lifted his index finger, looked at me as 
only a learned professor can, and said, ““That verse means exactly 
what it says.” And he walked away. 


Looking at the verse again, I realized he was correct. I needed 
no Greek scholar to interpret it. It simply means that the sins of 
some are known and open to the public before they die and head 
for the judgment; with others there are secret sins known only to 
God, but they are bound to follow the sinner as he finally faces the 
judgment bar of God. Whether they are known now or later, “be 
sure your sin will find you out” (Num. 32:23). 


The best way to go 1s by the way of salvation. We need to trust 
the Savior who came into the world to save sinners. In John 6:37, 
Jesus said, “All that the Father giveth me shall come to me; and 
him that cometh to me I will in no wise cast out.” 
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April 


I still remember sonie of the. specia asions and 
speakers during the Bible Conferences of my stu- 
dent days, over fifty years ago. 


In the spring of 1935 I was finishing my junior year of college. 
That year for Bible Conference we had Dr. R. E. Neighbour from 
Ohio, a most unusual and gifted speaker. Premier Manning, who 
was a godly man and the premier of Alberta, Canada, was also there. 
Dr. David L. Cooper from California was another speaker. I can 
still hear him, in my mind, talking about Armageddon and the end 
of time. His lectures were rather deep and not too easily understood, 
but they made you listen and think. 


We also heard that dynamic speaker and great rescue mission 
worker from Grand Rapids, Michigan, Mel Trotter. No one had any 
trouble understanding him, and you did not forget him. In fact, he 
visited the campus again during commencement. I was one of three 
finalists in the preacher boys’ sermon contest, and Mel Trotter was 
asked to be one of the judges. 


My senior year there was Dr. Walter Wilson from Kansas City, 
Missouri. He had been a doctor of medicine, but the Lord called 
him into a Bible conference ministry in which the Lord used him 
all over the country. Then we had a most unusual speaker from New 
Jersey by the name of Dr. McNeily. He was most kind in manner 
but very deep and thought-provoking in his message. You never 
knew exactly where he was coming up or arriving at until he came 
to the end of his theme. He, as well as Dr. Wilson and Dr. Cooper, 
spoke on more than one occasion for the Bible Conferences. And 
that year we also had the great evangelist Billy Sunday. If I had not 
been a student at Bob Jones, I would have never had the privilege 
of hearing such men. 
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None that I have mentioned could top our own Founder and at 
that time president of the school, Dr. Bob Jones, Sr. He not only 
preached on occasion during Bible Conferences but also gave a 
rather good message while making comments about another 
speaker who had just finished speaking. During those times his eyes 
were not on the clock. Instead, his heart was in getting the theme 
of the message into the hearts of the people—especially his “boys 
and girls.” 
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acute tonsillitis out of me. 


The finale of a college education 1s to walk across the platform 
and be given the diploma. That was supposed to be a big occasion 
for me, about the first of June, 1936. I was to graduate from Bob 
Jones College (later University) with a B.A. degree in Bible. But 
two days before the occasion, I was taken sick with a high fever. 
My father and brother had arrived for graduation. My two sisters 
were already there. And I was sent to bed with acute tonsillitis! 


The next day, the day before graduation, the school doctor came 
by to see me. My fever was still well above 100 degrees, and I was 
feeling awful, but I dared to ask the doctor if there were any 
possibility of my getting up the next morning for the graduation 
exercises. He answered in a way that assured me I could not even 
think about doing that “‘unless your fever is down to normal.” 


I did not say much at the time but began to hope and pray that 
the Lord might just take care of that fever. I took my medicine and 
stayed in bed until the next morning. Someone checked my tem- 
perature and, lo and behold, it was normal. I was weak as water, but 
just before time for the service I shaved, put on my cap and gown, 
and headed for the auditorium. Finally my name was called; I feebly 
walked up and received my diploma and returned to my seat. As 
soon as the service ended, I returned to the room and fell into bed. 
I rested for another day before catching a train and a bus to Marion, 
Ohio, to begin my first revival meeting after graduating from 
college. But I had my sheepskin! 


I had another attack of tonsillitis later. Following that, I held a 
meeting in a city in South Dakota. A member of the church hap- 
pened to be a doctor. In some way he had heard about my tonsil 
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trouble and offered to take them out free of charge. In fact, he 
invited me to go to his office and see him remove the tonsils of a 
young boy; I would know all about the procedure. 


I saw the doctor put some kind of a string knife under the boy’s 
tonsils and begin to cut them out. That was enough for me. I almost 
fainted just looking at the terrible ordeal; the nurse had to help me to 
a couch in another room. I decided not to let the doctor remove my 
tonsils, and I have had no trouble with them from that day until now. 
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“We went out during 
the summers preaching. 
Between my junior and 
senior years I went to 


North Miami Beach, as 
I remember.” 
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“Those were really great 
days. Young people came 
from many states, and we 
set aside one day of Bible 
Conference for the national 
Fellowship Club meeting.” 
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“Such wonderful preachers 
we had at those conferences— 
like Dr. Walter Wilson, George} 
McNeilly, Billy Sunday, and 
David L. Cooper.” (left to 
right) 


“T never got much at Little 
Moby’s store, since I didn’t 
have much money. We were 
Just posing there, Leon 
Adrian, Roy McBryar, Joe 
Bamburg, and myself, there 
in the middle.” 
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; : ation, I be- 
gan a week of eee elise services in the Salem 
Evangelical Church, out in the country about six 
miles from Marion, Ohio. This church still held to 
the tradition where the men sat on one side of the 
church and the women on the other. 


My closing service was the following Sunday. When I gave the 
invitation following the message, I saw a lady leave her place and 
very slowly but with determined feelings walk down the aisle and 
kneel for prayer. I could tell that she meant business with the Lord 
and wanted to be saved. 


Her husband was a fairly large man, weighing well over two 
hundred pounds. I saw him standing on the other side of the church. 
Thinking he might be interested in joining his wife, I quietly stepped 
back to him and asked him if he would like to be saved. In a 
determined way he shook his head and said, ““No.”’ | knew he meant 
what he said and walked on back to the pulpit to close the service. 
Mrs. Oldfield was saved that morning and went home a Christian 
lady. 


At least her husband, who refused my invitation in such a 
definite manner, did not get angry with me. In fact when I returned 
to the area in a couple of weeks to hold meetings in another nearby 
church, the Oldfields invited me to stay in their home. They had 
three young boys. I gladly accepted the invitation, thinking it would 
give me further opportunity to witness to Mr. Oldfield. But I found 
the days of the week passing by, and I had not found a good 
opportunity to speak with him personally about his soul, although 
he and his family were attending the services each night. 


57 


FROM THIS HIGH HILL 


Sunday night came. The services closed. We drove to their home 
and visited for a few minutes. Then Mrs. Oldfield asked me if I 
would lead devotions for them before retiring. I felt bad that I had 
not talked with Mr. Oldfield; yet for some strange reason I had not 
felt as though I should have. I knew he would be leaving for work 
early the next morning. I would also be leaving for another meeting. 
All I could do now was to leave it in the Lord’s hands. 


About midnight Mrs. Oldfield knocked on my door and asked 
me if I were awake. For some reason I was, and she said, ““Dewey 
wants to know if you would pray with him.” Before I could even 
respond that I would, that great big fellow came in the door crying 
like a little child. He fell on his knees by the side of my bed and 
asked the Lord to save his poor lost and damned soul which was 
headed for hell. He trusted Christ that night and became a new man. 
He also became a bosom friend. 


I cannot enumerate the many kindnesses the Oldfields showed 
us through the years that followed. During World War II we lived 
in Marion, and many things, including certain foods, were rationed. 
Our friends had a large area for a garden and gave us space to grow 
vegetables. When I could not get out there once a week to work the 
garden, Mrs. Oldfield would work it for us. They seldom came by 
to see us without bringing us something. 


Many times when I would drop by their home, Mr. Oldfield would 
press a five or ten dollar bill into my hand as we would shake hands. 
Even after we moved away, we always had a place to stay in their 
home if we so desired. If I happened to be preaching anywhere 
nearby, they would usually try to drive to the services. He gave me 
the Bible that I have been preaching from for the past several years. 
They loved the Lord, and now they are enjoying His presence in a 
better land. 
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Pred tl 
might have ppneiiled with the slogan ti the next 
seventeen years of evangelistic ministry. But some- 
one mentioned something to me that made me put 
a stop to such foolishness. 


I had just graduated from Bob Jones College, and the energetic 
pastor of the First Baptist Church of Mount Pleasant, Michigan, had 
invited me to conduct meetings in his church. 


When I arrived in Michigan from Alabama, I went looking 
around town. I came upon a poster in a store window that com- 
pletely flabbergasted me. The poster showed my picture and was 
headlined Hear the Alabama Tornado. 


I could only picture myself with those who shouted and snorted 
and ranted and raved. So far as I knew, I did none of those things! 
But I could not undo the advertising. And I discovered when I arrived 
at a little country church further south in Michigan that they, too, had 
billed me as the Alabama Tornado. 


I began to play with the label in my mind, to think I might 
fashion myself more in line with it. Then someone in that little 
church asked me if I knew what a tornado was. “It’s something 
funnel-shaped and full of wind.” 


Such descriptive words never appeared on my posters again. 
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That night ke caught sryselfi pra 
more and more on the grace and stren ae of the 
Lord Jesus Christ. 


Through a friend of mine, arrangements had been made for me 
to be the preacher in a tent revival in Detroit, Michigan. The 
meetings were being sponsored by a fairly large church. I was a 
country boy with very little experience. I knew that some outstand- 
ing and well-known men had held meetings in that church pre- 
viously. It would be an understatement to say that I was going into 
that meeting with some human fear and concern. 


I arrived in Detroit on Saturday before the services were to begin 
the next day. Finally, with assurance that God’s grace would be and 
could be sufficient, I wrote the following poem, finding strength in 
the promise from II Corinthians 12:9. 


“My Grace is sufficient for thee,” I know 
Is a promise that’s true wherever I go; 
Whether I’m all alone or out in the throng, 
I depend on that promise to help me along. 


I know that to Paul that promise was true; 

Twas the grace of the Lord that helped him to do 
What the heavenly vision, received on his way, 
Had shown him to do and told him to say. 


Grace gave him power to preach to a king. 

When in prison *twas grace that helped him to sing; 
When beaten with stripes or wrecked on the sea, 
“My grace,” he recalled, “‘is sufficient for thee.” 
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It has been many years since Paul lived and died, 
But in that same grace must I ever hide: 

My strength is too weak, I cannot endure, 

But my hope in God’s grace shall ever be sure. 


Pll live and I'll die, and then by that grace 

I'll see my dear Savior, and that face to face. 
I'll tell Him I love Him, my Savior so fair, 
Who helped me to conquer while living down here. 
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December 


I can lay ne claims to being a fis an, great or 
small. (Of course there are no small fishermen, to 
hear them tell it.) The few times I did go, I went 
with a friend of mine, Ken Crawford. He was the 
buddy of several fellows who wanted to do any 
real fishing. 


Ken and his wife lived next to St. Mary’s River, the body of 
water that connects Lake Superior and Lake Huron, dividing the 
Upper Peninsula of Michigan from Ontario, Canada. It flows 
through the famous locks which make it possible for the large ore 
boats to travel back and forth through the lakes. Ken owned a nice 
boat and was well known for the number of walleyes and northern 
pike he could pull in. 


But first and foremost, Ken was a “‘fisher of men.” I have never 
taken much credit for it, but I suppose I did have a little part in 
witnessing to Ken. Most or all of the credit should go to his wife 
who lived a Christian life before him for several years before Ken 
was converted. 


The Crawfords lived in a country home between Imlay City and 
Lum, Michigan. I held meetings in a church in the little village of 
Lum. Ken had not been inside a church building, except for a 
funeral, for more than ten years. During that time his wife would 
go to Sunday school and to church whenever possible, and she took 
the two children with her. Ken, a rather rough man, was beginning 
to drink, and he played Sunday baseball during the summers for at 
least ten years. I do not know how many nights his wife attended 
the services, but for some reason Ken was willing to go with her to 
the closing evangelistic service that I held at the church. Folks were 
utterly surprised to see him. 
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I did not know the rest of the story until sometime later. That 
night after the service, the Crawfords made their way home, got the 
children in bed, and then retired for the night themselves. The lights 
were out and they were lying in bed but had not gone to sleep. Mary, 
Ken’s wife, with fear and trembling, whispered, ‘“‘Ken, wouldn’t 
you like to trust Jesus as your Savior?” The Holy Spirit had done 
His work in that cold heart, and Ken began to cry and said that he 
would. They got out of bed, knelt for prayer, and Ken Crawford 
trusted the Lord and turned his heart and life into the Lord’s hands. 


Since this happened after the closing service, no one else knew 
about it. The next Sunday morning, the Crawford family was in 
church. The great but glad surprise came when the pastor called for 
testimonies. Ken Crawford stood and told what happened to him 
the previous Sunday night. There was much rejoicing, and they all 
welcomed him not only into the service but also into the family of 
God. 


Ken continued to farm and truck for awhile, but his heart began 
to burn within him for something greater. He began to read the 
Bible, study the Word, and read good Christian books. He also 
began to lead precious souls to his Savior, especially several cou- 
ples. It wasn’t too long before the Lord called him into the ministry, 
and he spent the next several years in pastorates and evangelism. 


Ken bought property and built a home and a youth camp near 
the river, a few miles northeast of the famous Mackinac bridge in 
Michigan. I preached for him there on a number of occasions. 
Before he passed away, he was able to help build and establish an 
independent church in the community. 


I often had letters from Ken, and he seldom wrote without 
thanking me for coming to Lum. There was something else that he 
did also. He seldom put his return address on the envelope. Where 
his return address should have been he would just write the words 
ON THE WAY TO HEAVEN. He is in heaven now. In Port Huron, 
Michigan, a few years ago I conducted his funeral service. 
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The natural way is.to minimize our-own sins while 
magnifying those of others. But that is not the 
good way. That is not the right way. 


One day Dickie Jacobson, who had been playing outside, ran 
into the house, crying as loud as he could. Mrs. Jacobson took him 
in her arms and asked him what had happened. Through his tears 
he told her that a man out in front of the house had slapped him. 
His mother could hardly believe what she was hearing, so she asked 
him why the man slapped him. He said he did not know; he just 
slapped him. 


His mother said, ““Now, Dickie, did you do anything to the man 
to make him do that to you?” He declared that he had not. However, 
the mother was not completely convinced. She just could not 
imagine some grown man laying his hand on her little boy without 
some provocation. So she questioned him two or three more times, 
saying, “Did you do anything at all to the man?” Dickie finally 
replied, “No, all I did was to try to run between his legs on my 
tricycle!” 


Besides being funny, I’m afraid that is a spiritual picture of 
myself and perhaps many others. It is so much easier to minimize 
our Own sins as we magnify the sins of others. We may sometimes 
do as Dickie did, think it is “nothing,” but the Lord calls it 
hypocrisy. In Matthew 7:3, Jesus said, ““And why beholdest thou 
the mote [speck or splinter] that is in thy brother’s eye, but con- 
siderest not the beam that is in thine own eye?” 


The artist E. J. Pace drew a cartoon to represent that verse. The 
picture showed a fellow with a railroad tie sticking out of the corner 
of his eye trying to get a little bit of a splinter out of the eye of 
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another man. He could not even get close to him because of that big 
piece of timber located in his own eye. 


Nathan the prophet painted a picture for David of a rich man 
who had great possessions, including many sheep. Yet the man took 
the only pet lamb of a poor neighbor to slay for a friend of his. David 
swelled up immediately with wrath and said the fellow who did that 
should be slain. But up to that moment David had minimized his 
own sins: adultery, treachery, and murder. 


“Thou art the man,’ Nathan said to David, and because of that 
picture and the words of that prophet, David repented of his sins. 
We have the record of his repentance in Psalm 51. Perhaps the Holy 
Spirit today is saying, “Thou art the person” to everyone who is 
retaining a beam in his eye while seeing motes in the eyes of others. 
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October 


When I think of that experi 
words of the song: 


Take the world but give me Jesus; 
All earth’s joys are but in vain. 
But His love abideth ever, 
Through eternal years the same. 


When I was a young preacher, the Lord worked a miracle, and, 
through the influence of some good Christian friends, got me into 
a certain church for an evangelistic meeting. The church was 
located in Ohio, and most of its members were very worldly and 
aristocratic, though they had no reason to be the latter. Anyhow, I 
was scheduled to be there for two full weeks, including three 
Sundays. 


Things went fairly well during the first few nights, but I was not 
seeing very much accomplished. About the middle of the first week 
I announced that my subject for the following Sunday would be 
“worldly pleasures and what they lead to.” 


Friday night of that first week a friend of mine came up to talk 
with me following the service. He did not belong to that church but 
knew most of the people in the entire area. He asked me, “‘Are you 
planning to speak about “worldly pleasures’ this Sunday night or 
your last Sunday night?” I replied that the plan was for the coming 
Sunday night; then I asked him why he wanted to know. He 
responded, “I was hoping it would be your last Sunday night 
because if you plan to do that this Sunday night, it will be your last 
Sunday night!” And he meant what he said. He assured me that he 
knew those folks, and if I preached against their worldly ways 
Sunday night, they would ask me to discontinue further services. 
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I listened carefully to what he had to say. I did not want to be 
foolish. Neither did I want to be scared out from preaching what I 
felt the Lord had laid on my heart and what I felt was a need in that 
church. However, I told him I would make it a matter of prayer, 
which I really did. 


Sunday night came, and we had a packed house. I suppose 
everybody wanted to hear what that young preacher had to say 
about how he or she was living. And I pulled no punches, pointing 
out what the Bible had to say about loving the world and living in 
its pleasures. Being young and not knowing any better, I dared to 
publicly mention certain things by name, such as dancing, cardplay- 
ing, and going to movies. The people listened most attentively; I 
had perfect attention. The only sad part about it was that I did not 
have one visible result that night. No one came for salvation or 
anything else. 


That night before I retired, I knelt by the side of my bed and 
prayed something like this: “Lord, Thou knowest that I did what I 
thought I should do. Perhaps I was wrong; if so, forgive me, but 
help me to know in my heart that I was wrong so I will not do the 
same thing again. So far as I know now, I preached Thy Word from 
a sincere heart, and I'll have to leave the results to Thee.” With that 
prayer to the Lord and peace in my heart, I went to bed and slept 
through the night. 


At least no one asked me to close the meeting, but when I looked 
at that small crowd on Monday night I began to wonder. It was only 
about one-fourth the size of the night before. Before I preached I 
called for testimonies. We had only one, but that is all we needed. 
A well-respected lady in the church, the pianist, was immediately 
behind me on the platform. The lady stood to her feet, faced the 
congregation, and said, “Last night in the service I was convicted 
about going to the movies. I have tried to pick the so-called good 
ones but have known all along that I should not go. I should have 
gone forward last night, but instead I went home, got on my knees, 
and asked the Lord to forgive me. Now I am asking you folks to 
forgive me. I want to live such a Christian life that I can lead the 
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young ladies in my Sunday school class to the Lord Jesus Christ.” 
She wiped the tears from her eyes and sat back down at the piano. 


I did very little preaching that night. When I gave the invitation, 
I saw that lady at the altar with two of her Sunday school girls, one 
on each side, with her arms around their shoulders. That night both 
of those young ladies were saved as she prayed with them and told 
them how to believe on the Lord. Some others came for prayer, 
among them a man who made things right with the Lord. I happen 
to know that one of that man’s sons is serving the Lord on the 
mission field today. This all took place because one dear lady was 
willing to surrender her life to the Lord and say good-bye to one 
little sinful pleasure. 
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Once I was holding meetings in a church in Flint and was staying 
with some friends, the Bowens. One afternoon, a Ladies’ Mission- 
ary meeting was to be held in the Bowen home. Since I was the 
evangelist, the ladies asked me to meet with them in the living room 
and give a devotional for the meeting. This I was glad to do. 
Following the devotional, they were kind enough to invite me to 
remain for refreshments. I did not mind doing that either. 


We were just beginning to eat when a lady sitting two chairs 
away from me spoke loud enough for everyone in the room to hear. 
She let me know in no uncertain terms that she did not agree with 
some of the things that I had been preaching against, especially 
some of the pleasures of the world. I could tell that all eyes were 
focused on me, but I could not tell whether I was receiving prayers 
and sympathy or more silent opinions such as this woman had. 


Perhaps it was in my favor that I could not interrupt her at first. 
I might have offered some puny argument, and that would have 
been bad. Instead I just prayed that the Lord would show me what 
to do or what to say whenever she finished talking. Finally she “ran 
down.” 


I opened my New Testament to James 4:4, leaned over towards 
the lady, and asked her if she would mind reading that verse out 
loud. I wanted her to be sure to read the verse as loudly as she had 
been talking to me. She consented and loudly and distinctly read 
the following: ““Ye adulterers and adulteresses, know ye not that 
the friendship of the world is enmity with God? whosoever there- 
fore will be a friend of the world is the enemy of God.” 
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I have always had some respect for that woman since that day. 
She made no argument and no excuse. She closed the Testament, 
handed it back to me, and said in the same loud way, ““Well, I guess 
that’s that.”” The ladies then continued with their eating and their 
conversations. Mrs. Bowen later told me that she not only prayed 
for me at that time but also felt that most of the other ladies were 
also. Thank the Lord for His Word. 


70 


Part Two: In Season and Out of Season 


My brother, Clifford, and I arranged to attend some sessions of 
Founder’s Week at the Moody Bible Institute. Plans had been made 
for us to stay in a private home for the one night that we would be 
there. We were planning to attend Saturday night and Sunday 
morning services before departing in separate directions. The meet- 
ings were scheduled in the Moody church where we met for the 
first meeting. 


After the service, we were to take a streetcar to the place where 
we would be staying. I happened to be the last one to enter the 
crowded car, and I noticed that the tail end of my top coat caught 
in the door as it folded shut. It did not matter to me, for we had to 
stand anyhow and I knew it would be released at the next stop. The 
only trouble was that Clifford also saw what happened, and he began 
to joke about it. He accused me of being so much of a country boy 
that I didn’t even know how to get into a streetcar. He joked about 
my being slow, and anything else he could think of. All I could do 
was to take it, and he was really enjoying himself. 


The tide really changed the next morning when we took the ride 
back to the church. Again I permitted him to get aboard first, but I 
made dead sure that my coattail did not get caught in the door that 
time. Everything was okay and he had nothing to tease me about, 
but he did remind me of the little incident of the night before. 


Since I got on last, that meant that I would be first in getting off 
when the car stopped in front of the church. I stepped off with 
several others and had my suitcase in my hand, thinking Clifford 
was right behind me. When I looked back he was not to be found. 
When the car stopped at the next block I saw him get off with his 
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bag and he had to lug it all the way back to the church. You can 
imagine who was doing all the laughing then. I told him I might get 
my coattail caught in the door, but at least I did get on and off at the 
right stop. For some reason he had very little to say. I nudged him 
a time or two during the service and reminded him that I was so 
glad he made it to the meeting. 
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I was holding services in Superior, Wisconsin. One night a lady 
and her schoolteacher daughter invited me to have the evening meal 
with them. While the mother was preparing the meal, the daughter 
was talking with me in the living room. 


Among other things the discussion included some details about 
where I had been and where I was planning to be. It so happened 
that my next series of meetings were scheduled to be held in Sioux 
Falls, South Dakota. 


To a young fellow from southern Alabama who had never 
traveled in such places as South Dakota and Iowa, I never dreamed 
that the word “Sioux” was not pronounced the way it was written. 
Therefore I related to that dignified schoolteacher that my next 
meetings would be held in Si-ox Falls, South Dakota. Bless her 
heart—she never corrected me, as she could have done, and I would 
have appreciated it. But she acted as though I were speaking good 
Engtish! When I arrived in Sioux Falls and heard it pronounced 
correctly, I really felt embarrassed that I had showed such igno- 
rance. 


Years later I heard what I suppose was a joke that reminded me 
of my innocent blunder. Someone told another fellow that he was 
going to go to San Jose, California, and he pronounced Jose as 
though it was ““Joe-see.” His friend did correct him saying, that the 
J was pronounced like an H and the E was pronounced like an A; 
therefore it should be San Ho-say and not San Joe-see. Then the 
friend asked him when he planned to go to San Jose. He replied that 
he had first planned to go in ““Hunay” but it now looked as though 
it would be ‘“‘Huly” before he could get away! 
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May 


Whether we have practiced it.in our.lives or not, 
most of us have heard the adage, “Dont count 
your chickens before they hatch.” 


Dr. Bob Jones, Sr., the founder of Bob Jones University, put that 
saying in different words, and much of the success of the University 
is probably due to the fact that he tried to practice what he preached. 
Many times I have heard him say that we need to “hope for the best 
but prepare for the worst.” Dr. Bob never based his expense account 
for the school on the number of students that he thought he might 
have. He realized that something could quickly change that situ- 
ation and that many students who planned to come might not show 
up at all. 


I had the sad experience once of belonging to a church that was 
pastored by aman who seemed to have just the opposite philosophy. 
The church had a Christian day school and also operated a summer 
camp. I remember several occasions when I would ask the pastor 
how many students they were expecting or how many young people 
would be attending camp. The numbers were always given in 
glowing terms, but the enrollment at the school or the camp failed 
to produce what had been estimated. The tragedy came when we 
began to come up with a budget for the year based on what we hoped 
to receive from students and campers who then failed to show up. 
In due time everything was lost—the school, the camp, and finally 
the church. 


I had an unusual experience once where I certainly hoped for 
the best and made no provision for the worst. Pat Henry and I, along 
with two other fellows, decided to rent a small motorboat and go 
fishing. We were to go a little way up from the mouth of the Mobile 
River and fish in one of the small lagoons. When the four of us got 
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into the boat, the water was only three or four inches from reaching 
the top—not a problem as long as everything stayed nice and calm. 


We had to return down where the Mobile River enters the Gulf 
of Mexico. At that point the water is very wide, and in the meantime 
a strong wind had begun to blow. The water was deep. In fact, 
between us and the land two or three ocean liners were docked. As 
we entered the river, the water began to splash into the boat. In a 
few moments we were having to use a bucket in an effort to bail 
the water out so that the boat would not sink. Our efforts were in 
vain. All of a sudden a big wave covered the boat, and we were 
thrown into that big river. 


Even though we had not used our heads that morning, we at least 
kept our heads when the trouble came. We could all swim, but it 
was a long way to the bank; we figured we should not try that. 
Instead, we decided to hold on to the boat that remained partly out 
of the water. So we all held on to the boat and began to see if we 
could swim with the boat down the river towards the shore. We had 
struggled with that for several minutes when a tugboat came down 
the river, pulling a raft of logs. Three black men were in the tug. 
They saw us and came to the rescue. They took us into the tug, tied 
our boat behind, and took us safely to the place from which we had 
started early that morning. We thanked our rescuers profusely and 
thanked the Lord for sending them our way. 


You cannot always be prepared for all emergencies, but proper 
preparation for that which is inevitable is very wise indeed. There 
is one thing that everyone knows is going to happen some day, if 
the Lord tarries. Everyone knows that he is going to die. And 
whether we admit it or not, most everyone knows that following 
death there is going to be a judgment. The Bible states emphatically 
that “‘after this the judgment” (Heb. 9:27). The wise person will 
prepare for both. The only preparation we can make is to trust the 
Lord Jesus Christ as Savior and Lord. “‘Blessed are the dead which 
die in the Lord” (Rev. 14:13); “There is therefore now no condem- 
nation [judgment] to them which are in Christ Jesus” (Rom. 8:1). 
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June 


I suppose most preachers hav. | y to shy 
away from preaching on texts that they feel are so 
familiar to everyone. Yet, sometimes we find that 
such Scripture portions are not as well known as 
we might think they are. 


In a Missouri tent meeting I held special afternoon services for 
boys and girls. During the first service, just for a little something to 
warm up the crowd and get acquainted with them, I asked if 
someone from the group would say John 3:16 for me. I expected 
several volunteers, but no one responded. I asked the second and 
third time, but still no response. In desperation I said, “Is there not 
someone here who can stand and say John 3:16?” Then a young 
boy stood, said, “John 3:16,” and immediately took his seat! 


Another night—in Wyoming this time—I preached from the 
twenty-third Psalm. I'll always remember the tender expression of 
an elderly lady at the close of the service. She told me how old she 
was, then added that she had been going to church all of her life and 
that was the first time she had ever heard a sermon from Psalm 23. 
I determined then and there to preach from that psalm more often. 
It is such a comforting psalm to Christians of all ages. 


I remember reading what one speaker said about the last few 
words of that psalm, the words that say “surely goodness and mercy 
shall follow me all the days of my life.”” He said that goodness and 
mercy are like two sheep dogs that act as helpers to the Shepherd. 
Goodness follows us in order to meet every need of the sheep, and 
mercy comes along to forgive every sin. As asheep in God’s pasture 
I have often needed the care and forgiveness of both goodness and 
mercy. 
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June 


Sometimes. 
bargains. 


‘e for great 


I have never lost any real sum of money because of “‘scams,”’ 
but I along with millions of others have “‘fallen’’ for something that 
sounded much, much better than it turned out to be. I remember 
only too well when I received some information about how I could 
easily and quickly learn to play the piano: Learn to Play the Charlie 
Cook Way. It sounded so wonderful that I sent for the full particu- 
lars. After a few practices at the keyboard, and after realizing how 
far short I was falling in becoming an accomplished pianist, I gave 
up the project. 


All would have been well and good except for my brother-in- 
law, Chris Miller, who knew about my great plans. It was a long 
time before he began to ease off teasing me about “‘learning to play 
the Charlie Cook way.”’ 


There is an old saying that “you don’t get anything but nothing 
for nothing.” Iam convinced that you do not accomplish anything 
without working to accomplish your goals. Beware of short cuts. 
Once I paid a dime for a can of something in a grocery store. It was 
reduced for quick sale because the label was torn off. I thought 
surely it would be worth a dime, regardless of what it was, whether 
beans or peas or whatever. When I opened the can, it was dog food, 
but we didn’t have a dog! It was a bargain all right, but not for this 
household. 
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Sep le I b p 


About the shortest.text I have. 
is the little word then. 


yreached from 


For the opening service of evangelistic meetings in Watertown, 
South Dakota, the main auditorium was filled, as was an open 
Sunday school room located behind the regular church pews. During 
the invitation, I called for anyone who would like to be remembered 
in prayer for salvation to lift his hand. One man, sitting on the last row 
of the Sunday school room, lifted his hand. I was hoping that he would 
come forward during the invitation song, but he did not respond. 


I closed the service with prayer; then the pastor and I went to 
the back to greet the people as they left. I thought I would speak to 
the gentleman, but he had slipped out quickly as the service had 
ended. Since I was new, I had no idea who he was and could not 
describe him to the pastor. 


The next Sunday, the situation looked about the same. The 
church was full. I gave the message and at the close I asked if any 
were interested in being remembered in prayer to be saved. I noticed 
then that the same man, sitting in the same seat, slipped his hand 
up high. He seemed to be so sincere; yet he did not respond when 
the invitation was given. When we finished the song, I called on the 
pastor to dismiss the crowd; I quickly went to the rear. The man 
headed toward the door, but I shook his hand and asked if I could 
talk with him. He said he would be glad to have me do so. 


In order to get out of the traffic, I took the fellow back into the 
church. He sat down on the end of the pew. I began to talk with him. 
I found him willing to listen and hungry for salvation. While I was 
talking with him, his wife quietly came to us and sat down right 
behind him. I recognized her. She was one of the regular members 
of the church. She had been attending all the services. I could tell 
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that she was in sincere prayer and deep thought as I explained to 
her husband the way of salvation. . 


When I felt that he was ready to be saved, and he said he was, 
I said, “I’m going to ask your wife to pray for you first, then I will 
pray for you, and then I want you to tell the Lord that you will trust 
Him as your Savior.” His wife looked at me and said, “‘I think I had 
better pray for myself first. I am a Christian, but I need to ask the 
Lord to forgive me for not living a better Christian life before my 
husband and being a better witness to him.” With tears in her eyes 
and a contrite heart she asked the Lord to forgive her, and then she 
prayed that her husband would trust the Lord Jesus, which he did 
that day. 


Following that experience I could not help thinking of David’s 
words in Psalm 51:13. After pleading for tender mercy and personal 
cleansing from the Lord for his own sins, he said, ““Then will I teach 
transgressors thy ways; and sinners shall be converted unto thee.” 
The word “then” was the turning point. It is a pivotal word also in 
Psalm 107:6, 13, 19, and 28. 
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It is wonderful to kn 
best, loves us most. 


I overheard four or five boys talking ahead of me on a sidewalk 
in Detroit. Mainly, the discussion was between two of the fellows. 

One boy said, “Come on—just one quarter.” 

The other said, “Nope.” 

The first said, ““Why not? A quarter!” 

The other only shook his head. 


The rest were jostling each other and smiling, waiting to see 
what would come of this business deal. 


At last the first fellow said, “Come on. Lend me a quarter. You 
know me!”’ 


“That’s just the trouble,” said the other. “I do know you!” 


There was a laugh from the others; and that seemed to be the 
end of business for that day. 


I thought to myself that we can’t make deals with God because he 
knows us already. Psalm 139 is sometimes called the “searching 
psalm’’: “O Lord, thou hast searched me, and known me; Thou .. . art 
acquainted with all my ways. For there is not a word in my tongue, 
but, lo, O Lord, thou knowest it altogether.” 


In another of his works, Psalm 51, David admits that he is a 
sinner and has done evil in the sight of God. God knew that; He had 
seen David when he committed adultery and plotted murder. But 
He also heard David pleading later, “‘Have mercy upon me. . . . 
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wash me poe from mine HSU . wash me, and I shall be 
whiter than snow.’ 


We cannot deceive the God who knows us. But we can trust 
Him Who is loving and merciful to be gracious to any who come 
to Him with a broken and contrite heart as David did. 
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November — 


Sometimes.a person finds himself in 
places, with some very strange people, and under 
some unusual circumstances. That was the case 
with me when I was a young evangelist. 


Most folks who will read this article will have no personal 
remembrance of Aimee Semple McPherson because she died in 
1944. She was a flamboyant lady preacher who majored on so- 
called divine healing and the baptism of the Holy Spirit. She 
founded the International Church of the Foursquare Gospel. And 
for several years she was the spectacular pastor of the Angelus 
Temple in Los Angeles. 


I arrived in Los Angeles on a Saturday and discovered that the 
friends with whom I would be spending the next two nights were 
members of the Angelus Temple. Since I was a guest in their home, 
I did not feel like objecting to their invitation to go with them to 
their service. I had heard a great deal about Aimee Semple (some 
folks spelled Semple with an “1’”’) McPherson; so I thought this was 
my chance to take a look and see just what would take place. 


Flamboyant is a good word for this woman preacher. To me the 
whole service was a spectacle, a service of showmanship. She came 
out on the platform dressed in a long, flowing white gown and 
paraded around the platform. She had no trouble getting the atten- 
tion of the audience. Although by today’s secular standards the 
music would seem mild, it set the pace for what would come. The 
woman’s voice rang out loud and clear in that auditorium. 


I remember her preaching from the fourth chapter of Luke 
where Jesus was reading and speaking in the synagogue at Naz- 
areth. Jesus read from the Old Testament Scriptures how ‘‘The 
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Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because he hath anointed me to preach 
the gospel to the poor; he hath sent me*to heal the brokenhearted, 
to preach deliverance to the captives, and recovering of sight to the 
blind, to set at liberty them that are bruised, to preach the acceptable 
year of the Lord.” After reading those verses, the lady preacher 
spoke as though those verses were directly for her, that she was the 
one who had been anointed by the Spirit to preach and heal, to 
deliver captives, and to recover sight to blind eyes. 


I really thought the way she dealt with the subject bordered on 
blasphemy. That Scripture portion is one of the most precious in the 
entire Word of God. It tells us that after Jesus finished reading the 
verses he made the following statement: “This day is this scripture 
fulfilled in your ears.” Those words spoke directly and personally 
about the Lord Jesus Christ, and I do not think they included Aimee 
Semple McPherson! 


Following the service that Sunday night, I was invited to join 
about eight couples at ahome for a little time of fellowship. I believe 
that Christians ought to “love one another,” but the kind of love I 
saw that night was the kind that rather makes you sick. It was a 
mushy kind of love and friendship, everyone trying to outdo every- 
body else in showing love and affection for all the others. To me it 
was hypocritical to the core. It did not seem real and natural. It 
made you feel as though syrup were dripping from your fingers 
when you shook hands with someone like that. They were all 
members of the Angelus Temple, and I felt that that was the sort 
of worked-up condition they got themselves into in that kind of 
atmosphere. 
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”) who was 
born and raised down in the southern tip of Ala- 
bama, that part of the state where I came from. 
That fellow said, “The coldest winter I ever spent 
in my life was one summer up in Duluth.” An expe- 
rience I had in Wyoming was no joke. 


I have often told the joke about th 


I was conducting evangelistic services ina country church a few 
miles out from Moorcroft, Wyoming. It was in late November. One 
night the meeting had to be canceled because of a deep snow. I was 
to stay with a man and his wife in a farmhouse. The one heater for 
the entire house was in the kitchen on the side of the house. I doubt 
that a ray of heat ever reached the rest of the house. 


I was thankful that the lady taught school a number of miles 
away and boarded away from home during the nights of the week. 
That made it possible to undress and dress for the night by the stove. 
And to tell you the truth, I did more dressing for those nights than 
I did undressing! Instead of sleeping between blankets, they had me 
sleeping between sheets. At least I had plenty of covers, and once 
I got warm I stayed that way, but that took a long time. 


First I would go up and turn down the covers. Then I would 
return to the stove and get ready for bed. Then I would jump in 
between those two frozen sheets and stay perfectly still until I would 
begin to feel a “thawing out.” After about thirty minutes of that I 
would begin to feel warm. But then I could hardly sleep knowing I 
would have to get up and leave that warm spot the next morning 
and repeat the same thing the next night. I’1l tell you the truth—that 
was cold, cold weather for a southern Alabama boy. 
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but in earlier days s sometimes you did not have 
much of a choice. In 1938, interstate highways 
were unknown and motels were not so plentiful as 
they are today. 


When motels began to become more plentiful, they had to 
depend a great deal on advertising along the sides of the highways, 
especially after television was invented and after motels began to 
have pools. All I could see, it seemed, were billboards advertising 
motels with pools and televisions. I threatened to put up a chain of 
cheap motels without pools or TVs that would be sure to bring in 
customers who were economically minded. 


I spent a part of a night in a hotel once and did not have to pay 
a cent for my bed. I had closed a meeting in Los Angeles on one 
Sunday night and was scheduled to begin another meeting Wednes- 
day night in Fort Worth, Texas. I was driving all alone and could 
not leave Los Angeles until the middle of Monday afternoon. 


Monday night I did not even consider stopping; I drove through- 
out that night and all the next day and until about 2:00 A.M. on 
Tuesday night. I pulled into some small town and felt that I just had 
to find a hotel room for three or four hours of sleep. I found a hotel 
with the front doors wide open but no one at the desk. I rang a little 
bell, but no one responded. I saw a long couch there in the lobby, 
and it looked tempting. Since I could not find a clerk, I just lay down 
on the couch and fell fast asleep. About three hours later I woke up, 
and still no one had shown up at the desk. I figured the night’s rest 
was “‘on the house.” I jumped into my car and headed east. 
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I pulled into Fort Worth just in time to find out where I was to 
stay, take a quick shower and get to the service. Following the 
service, I had a little something to eat in the home where I was 
staying and “hit the hay” for the night. That bed felt awfully, 
awfully good to this young but very tired preacher. 
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1 that there 


are times to do certain things and time to refrain 
from doing certain things. When you are stopped by 
a city policeman or highway patrolman, it sometimes 
helps to know whether to speak or not to speak. 


I was driving from Cleveland, Tennessee, to Chattanooga, just 
about thirty miles away. I failed to notice that the city limits began 
a long way out from the city and that the speed limit drastically 
lowered as we entered that area. I failed to notice this fact, but a 
city patrolman did notice, and he stopped me for speeding. 


One of the first questions he asked me was where we were from. 
I quickly responded that I was from Bob Jones College. I did not 
know at first whether such an answer would help me or hurt me. 
He responded by saying, “Yes, that’s the trouble with you folks. 
You talk about heaven over there, and then you try to get there as 
fast as you can!” 


By that time I saw that he was enjoying what he had said; so I 
smiled, told him I was sorry that I was speeding, and promised to 
be very careful the rest of the way. I felt relieved when I saw that 
little twinkle in his eye. 


One rainy night in Kentucky I took the blame for something that 
I was not guilty of at all, but I felt it wise to offer no excuse or 
explanation. I was on a narrow highway and I was following 
another car with no intention of trying to pass him. It was too dark 
and too rainy. 


All of a sudden a car came up behind me. He came so close that 
I thought he planned foolishly to try to pass both of us. I knew that 
would be dangerous for everyone; so I just eased over the middle 
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line a little way and stayed there so he would not dare pass. After a 
few moments of that, I saw some lights flashing and knew that it 
was a patrolman. Of course I stopped. He did not fine me, but he 
gave mea good lecture about how carelessly I was driving and made 
a citation to that effect on my driver’s license. I could have told him 
why I was driving like that, but I had sense enough to know that he 
never would have believed it. 
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A close friend of mine in college, L. T. Merchant, was from 
Centerville, Alabama, several miles southwest of Birmingham. One 
day L. T. told me a story about a country church a few miles from 
his home. I listened, but I did not think much about it. 


Several years later, I was driving close to the western boundary 
of the state, going from one meeting to another. I happened to notice 
a church on the right side of the road and something that reminded 
me of what L. T. had told me years before. I put on the brakes and 
backed up to the churchyard. This was indeed the very church. 


In the yard of the church was an artesian (ever-flowing) well. A 
board was nailed to a tree right next to that well. On the board were 
these words: “Whosoever drinketh of this water shall thirst again: 
But whosoever drinketh of the water that I shall give him shall 
never thirst; but the water that I shall give him shall be in him a 
well of water springing up into everlasting life” (John 4:13-14). 
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Miss Pearl. futtle is i , 

teaching school for several years, ie went as a 
missionary to Panama. Upon her return to Ohio 
from the foreign field she continued teaching for a 
few more years. 


I have known Pearl Tuttle and her family since I first graduated 
from college. In fact, it was through her influence that I held my 
first three evangelistic meetings in Ohio. She was my pianist when 
I began my radio programs over the Marion and Findlay stations. 


Once I was preaching in Dayton, Ohio, when Pearl and some 
others came down to be with us in a service. I asked her to give her 
testimony and she mentioned an instance that happened one day 
when she was teaching a class of fifth graders. A boy in her class 
had been in some trouble, and she had to discipline him for it. The 
boy got angry, went home and told his father, and his father brought 
suit against Miss Tuttle for what she had done. 


That boy’s father was no relation to my father! For some reason 
my father always seemed to be on the side of the teacher. When I 
was disciplined at school, I did not run home and tell my dad. I did 
my best to keep my two sisters from telling him. I had no desire for 
him to know about it. I did not want double trouble. But not so with 
that father. He actually sued the teacher, and she was to be tried in 
court. 


Miss Tuttle mentioned that the morning had arrived when she 
was to appear before the judge. She was in her homeroom getting 
ready to go when her principal came in. He said, ‘“‘Miss Tuttle, you 
need not go to court this morning. I know all the facts in the case, 
and I will go down and answer for you.” 
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At that moment in her testimony Pearl Tuttle began to cry. After 
hesitating a few moments, she finally ‘closed her testimony with 
these words: “I appreciated what that principal did, but in reality I 
could have answered for myself that morning. However, I know 
Someone else before whom I would not be able to answer. That is 
my Heavenly Father. I need the Lord Jesus Christ to answer for me, 
and I am so glad that He is my mediator.” 


The Lord does not want His children to sin, but we should be 
thankful that He has made provision in case we do. John says, ““My 
little children, these things write I unto you, that ye sin not. And if 
any man sin, we have an advocate with the Father, Jesus Christ the 
righteous” (I John 2:1). 
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Augu st 


I heard of one lady. dtl 
inscribed on her husband’s ap Cisne “Rest in 
peace til we meet again.” 


Once I was passing near Imlay City, Michigan, and had made 
plans to preach for Ken Crawford. We had a full house that night. 
I was sitting on the platform during the opening songs, directed by 
a young lady by the name of Reba. I was concentrating much more 
on what I was planning to preach than on the song service. 


Reba directed the congregation in that little chorus, “I’m on the 
Rock, Hallelujah, / ’'m on the Rock to stay; / Since the Lord saved 
me, / ’mas happy as can be; / I’m on the Rock, Hallelujah.”” When 
the chorus was finished, the song leader said, “Let’s sing that 
chorus again, only this time let’s hold the word Rock.” I heard her 
say it but did not think she meant to hold it but for a very short time. 
So we started the chorus again. We all sang, “I’m on the Rock”’; I 
hesitated a moment or two, and then all by myself I came out with 
a loud “Hallelujah.”’ Of course that ended the chorus as everyone 
had a good laugh at my expense. 


In a service one morning in Malvern, Arkansas, I happened to 
be on the side doing the laughing. Before I was to preach, the song 
leader was leading some songs. Then he announced a certain page 
number and specifically made the statement that he himself would 
sing the first stanza and the congregation would join with him on 
the chorus. 


One lady in the group was looking for the number and failed to 
hear him say that he would sing the first stanza. She was not 
acquainted with the first line of the first stanza but was well 
acquainted with the second measure. The song was titled “Help 
Somebody Today.” The leader sang, “Look all around you, find 


92 


Part Two: In Season and Out of Season 


someone in need,” and all of a sudden Mrs. Tanner came forth with 
a loud help! For the rest of that song we all needed some help. Mrs. 
Tanner was a great tease herself, and for something like that to 
happen to her in front of the entire congregation brought great 
delight to everyone else. 


Another time a lady’s husband passed away and plans were 
being made for the funeral service. After the minister got some 
information from her regarding some special Scripture readings, he 
asked her if she wanted to request any special song for the soloist. 
She hesitated a moment and thought of that wonderfully comforting 
song, “His eye is on the sparrow, and I know He cares for me.” 


Anyone during a time of grief, and thinking about getting along 
in the future, could make such a choice. However, she failed to take 
into consideration how the first part of the chorus might sound: “‘I 
sing because I’m happy; I sing because I’m free,” and that word 
free is the highest note in the entire song! I am sure she would not 
have chosen such if she had thought things through. 
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I thought ta myself, maybe this 1s 1. 
those two men who have followed t me and plan to 
take my life. 


Some years ago I received an invitation through a woman whom 
I had known when she was a girl to come and conduct a week of 
meetings in a rescue mission. She made most of the arrangements 
for the activities of the mission and for visiting speakers. I accepted 
the invitation, not knowing that since I had last seen her, her mind 
had begun to “play games”’ with her. 


When I arrived, she began to tell me how a couple of men had 
been following her, on the bus and elsewhere, trying to kill her. That 
was hard for me to believe. I thought if anyone wanted to kill her 
it would not be too great a task. But she was so sincere about it that 
I thought it must be true. Then I figured out that if they were after 
her, they might be after me also. 


Arrangements had been made for me to stay in the home of a 
young couple. After the service, I followed them to their home at 
the edge of town. They showed me my room. It was an upstairs 
room and had once been an outside deck that had been closed in 
with big glass windows. When the curtains were up and the lights 
were on, the inside of the room could easily be seen from the road. 


It was still fairly early; so instead of pulling the curtains and 
getting dressed for the night, I just sat down under a bright light to 
do some reading. In just a few minutes I noticed the headlights of 
a car as it pulled into the driveway. I thought at first someone was 
just turning around, but instead of backing out and turning, the 
driver turned out the lights and the car just stayed there. My heart 
jumped. I turned off the light and sat and watched. It was not long 
before I figured out the situation. A young man had brought a young 
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lady home; they sat and talked for a few moments (which to me 
seemed like an awfully long time); ther he walked her to the door 
and said good night. I felt better, but I dressed in the dark and went 
to bed. 


About 2:30 that morning I thought I was done for. I heard 
something that sounded like bombs falling on the roof right over 
me. I thought I was being shelled by the enemy until I had time to 
get wide enough awake to realize that we were having a terrible 
hailstorm. Greenhouses were destroyed that night; I had at least a 
dozen small dents on the top, hood, and trunk of my car. 


For the rest of the week, I had some good services in the mission, 
and I learned to take everything the dear lady told me “with a grain 
of salt.” 
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Some folks love thei 
their very lives. 


A drunkard is a pitiful specimen of humanity. [have known men 
who were upright and well respected when they were not drinking, 
but their personalities would change entirely when they were drunk. 
I suppose if anything is more to be pitied than a drunk man it would 
be a drunk woman. And please note that I am using the word 
“drunk” and not “alcoholic.” Drunkenness is not a disease; you 
cannot inherit it or catch it from someone else. It is a sinful and 
damning habit for which a person will be held accountable at the 
judgment bar of God. 


I was preaching revival services in a tent in Sarasota, Florida. 
A man half-drunk came and stood at the edge of the tent to listen 
for a while. | don’t remember now why, but in my message I 
happened to mention the word “‘dog.”’ 


Before the message closed that night, I noticed some commo- 
tion just outside of the tent. I had no idea what was happening, but 
after the service, some men told me what had taken place. When 
that drunk fellow heard me use the word “dog,” he immediately 
thought of his dog at home. He lived close by; so he decided to go 
home and get his dog and show him to me. He was just ready to 
walk up to the platform to show him off when two or three men saw 
him in time to stop him. I guess they had a hard time persuading 
the poor fellow at least to wait until I finished preaching before 
showing me his mutt. 
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i me a public 
speaking place ot anyone concerning any subject. 
Speakers of all kinds who desire to get some message 
to the people go there—a politician, a salesman, or 
Just anyone who can draw a little crowd to listen to 
him. On occasion a preacher stands on the platform 
to proclaim his message, good or bad. 


One Sunday afternoon a preacher was trying to speak to a rather 
large gathering, but he had some opposition. A drunk man in the 
crowd every now and then would interrupt the speaker. In a loud 
voice he would say, ““What about the Shamrocks?” 


I am not sure what the drunk meant. It may be that he was 
referring to some Irish national games or something. The preacher 
did his best to ignore the man. He knew that the man was drunk, so 
he just kept trying to get his message across, but the man would 
interrupt him again. 


The speaker made a strong point and hesitated a moment to let 
it sink in. All of a sudden there came the question again, “What 
about the Shamrocks?” The preacher, feeling that he had to do 
something to answer the man, looked him straight in the face and 
quoted a stanza of a hymn: “ ‘My hope is built on nothing less, / 
Than Jesus’ blood and righteousness; / I dare not trust the sweetest 
frame, / But wholly lean on Jesus’ name. / On Christ the solid Rock 
I stand.’ All other rocks are sham rocks!” 


Whether or not that answer stopped the heckler I do not know, 
but I do know the preacher was absolutely correct in his theology. 
There are lots of rocks or foundations that are ““sham rocks.” They 
cannot stand when the flood of judgment comes. 
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Peter, concerning Jesus Christ, said, “Thou art the Christ, the 
Son of the living God.” Jesus said He would build His church upon 
that foundation, that rock—that confession concerning Himself 
(Matt. 16:16-18). Later in his own epistle Peter speaks of Christ as 
a stone, yea, even the cornerstone. That stone may be rejected and 
stumbled over, but Christ, the Rock, has become the foundation 
stone for multitudes of sinners who have been willing to put their 
faith and trust in Him. “On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand; / All 
other ground is sinking sand.” 
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able to get some little Jokes that you can tease 
your wife about on occasion. 


I married Dorothy Johnson, who lived in Pensacola, Florida, on 
New Year’s Day, 1941. Immediately following the wedding we 
headed west. We had about two weeks of traveling and honeymoon- 
ing time before starting an evangelistic meeting in the state of 
Oregon. We had plans to be in Oregon and Washington for almost 
three months. 


One day we were driving along the highway that paralleled a 
railroad. It so happened that a long freight train was going along in 
the same direction that we were. My new bride said to me, “I 
wonder how that engineer guides that engine and all those cars in 
order to keep them on the tracks?” That question was asked of me 
more than fifty years ago, and I have never answered her yet. But 
I have reminded her of it many times. Of course, I do give her credit 
for believing that she has it all figured out by this time. But still on 
occasion, when we see a freight train, I like to brag about the great 
driving ability of those train engineers. 


But the tide turns, and the wives get little things on their 
husbands on occasion. One of my wife’s favorites concerns a 
window shade. We had a shade in our bedroom that required a 
strong yank to pull it down. I thought the way my wife yanked it 
that surely she was going to damage the shade. So I offered her 
some advice. In fact, I decided to show her how she did it and 
thought I would then show her how it should be done with greater 
ease and care. So I went over and pulled it down very quickly—and 
of course, the whole thing broke and came tumbling down. I had to 
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spend several minutes trying to fix the thing while she was enjoying 
it to the fullest. And there was absolutely nothing that I could say. 


I enjoy teasing my wife and I do not mind a little ribbing from 
her. I enjoy husbands and wives doing the same with each other. 
One thing I do not like and I hope I am not guilty of doing—a 
husband or wife demeaning the other in front of others. It would be 
awful to live without a little humor, but it is good to know where to 
“draw the line.” 


100 


Part Two: In Season and Out of Season 


o not only 
commands us to go sat preach the gospel, but af- 
ter the preaching comes the teaching. 


One Sunday night in a church service, Bill Hill responded to the 
invitation to accept Christ as his Savior. The pastor of the church 
was a good friend of mine, Ken Crawford. 


Monday morning, Ken Crawford knocked on the front door of 
Bill Hill’s home. Mrs. Hill opened the door, saw the pastor, and 
said, “Pastor Crawford, what brings you out so early this morn- 
ing?” The pastor told her that he had come over to have breakfast 
with them. She thought that was a little unusual but invited him in, 
and within a few minutes they were sitting around the table having 
their breakfast. 


When the meal was almost finished, the pastor looked at Bill 
and said, “Bill, you trusted Jesus last night. I really did not come 
by just to have breakfast with you this morning. I came by to give 
you a little warning. You will be leaving in a few minutes to go to 
the plant to work. Word will spread around here very quickly that 
you have been saved and your old buddies at work will give you a 
lot of trouble. I really came by to have a word of prayer with you 
and to encourage you to be true to Christ.” 


I met Bill Hill later, and Bill related that story to me about his 
pastor. He said he never realized how quickly some of his old 
friends would no longer have anything to do with him. He said those 
words of encouragement and special prayer from his pastor greatly 
helped him to understand the trials of a new Christian. He said 
without that wise counsel he might have become discouraged and 
disheartened, but it really helped him to grow in grace and want to 
be a good testimony for the Lord Jesus Christ. 
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April ~ 


It is hard to. walk straight wit 
the heart. 


The pastor of the First Baptist Church often joked with a 
highway patrolman who also lived in Greenville, Alabama. The 
patrolman also had some good times joking with the pastor. They 
often saw each other in town and greatly enjoyed each other’s 
company, though they constantly poked fun at one another. 


One summer day the pastor had to go to a special meeting 
several miles south of town. As he was driving down Highway 31, 
he glanced in his rearview mirror and saw his highway patrolman 
friend some distance behind him. He wondered what he could do 
in order to pull a little joke on his good friend. The only thing he 
could think of was to drive as though he were a drunk driver and 
see what would happen. 


He noticed that there was hardly any traffic at all at that time of 
day; so he felt perfectly safe in what he was planning to do. He 
began to weave the car a little from side to side, running off the 
edge of the highway a little, then bringing it back across the center 
line. He looked back and saw the patrol car picking up speed. The 
preacher crouched down almost under the steering wheel so he 
would not be recognized, and let the car go off the edge of the road 
again. By that time the patrolman’s lights were on and his siren was 
blowing. The pastor continued as long as he dared, then pulled 
almost into the ditch and stopped. 


The patrolman jumped out of his car and rushed up to make an 
arrest on aman on D.U.I. charges. Just as he approached the car the 
pastor raised up in his seat with a big smile on his face and looked 
at his patrolman friend. But to his dismay—it was another patrol- 
man, a man he had never seen before! 
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Before the officer could say much, the pastor, who was well 
dressed, began to explain with a little smile on his face. He assured 
the officer that he was not drunk, that he was simply trying to play 
a little joke on an officer friend who worked out of the Greenville 
office—and about that time he was gruffly interrupted. The patrol- 
man replied that he did not believe a word the man was saying. He 
said he had heard many excuses before, but that was about the worst 
he had ever heard. 


The preacher tried to reassure him that it was the truth, that he 
was a preacher, that he did not drink, that he even preached against 
it. But he got nowhere with his argument. Then the patrolman asked, 
“Do you see that white line in the middle of the highway?” When 
the preacher assured him that he did, the officer said, ““O.K. You 
get out of this car and walk that line. I can tell by the way you walk 
whether or not you are telling the truth.”” Sometime later the pastor 
told his friends that he prayed very earnestly that day that the Lord 
would help him to walk on that straight line without wavering. The 
patrolman judged his walk, along with his talk, and finally permit- 
ted him to go. I do not doubt that the preacher was followed for a 
good little distance, though. 


Much in the Bible speaks about the Christian’s walk. Even the 
Lord speaks of many in the last days who “talk,” or profess to know 
the Lord, but to whom the Lord will have to say, “I never knew 
you.”’ Men see what we do, but the Lord sees the heart. 
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July y 


The song “Day Is Dying in t ‘t’ seemed to re- 
move all possibility of any revival fire under those 
circumstances. 


A pastor in a little country church close to Columbus, Ohio, 
contacted me to come and hold services for him. I was glad to do 
so. About six years earlier I had held revival meetings for his father 
in Caledonia. But it was no revival we had this time. 


My first service there happened to be on a Sunday night. Many 
churches have more formal services on Sunday morning with an 
informal, evangelistic service Sunday night. In most revival meet- 
ings the songleader would usually begin the meeting with a well- 
known gospel song that all could sing with a little enthusiasm. I 
would expect “Revive Us Again,” “Blessed Assurance,” or some- 
thing of that nature. But not so that Sunday night. 


This young pastor had been trained in a liberal seminary, and 
though he claimed to believe the gospel, he had been greatly 
influenced by a formalism with “no power thereof.’ He led the 
singing himself; for his small congregation he began the evangel- 
istic week of meetings with “Day Is Dying in the West.” And they 
sang it as though most of them were already half-dead or more so. 
Before I opened my mouth with the first message, things looked 
hopeless from my standpoint. And that is exactly how things turned 
out. I endured it for a week and so did they. We had no evidence 
that things would improve. And they didn’t. 
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plied: sands of 
o were not even born 


during the time when our country was engaged in 
the Second World War. 


All kinds of demands and restrictions were in order so that we 
might come forth victorious over the German and Japanese fighting 
men and machines. Our young men were called into service, and 
there was hardly a home that did not feel the impact of those times. 


I stood in the waiting area of a train depot in Detroit, Michigan. 
I was changing trains there. While waiting I noticed a group of 
people in the lobby. I knew no one in that group, but after looking 
them over a few moments I understood who they were to each other. 
Similar instances were happening all over the United States. 


In the very center of the group was a young man. He was about 
eighteen and was saying good-bye to his loved ones and friends 
before catching a train to go off to prepare, then to fight, perhaps 
even to die in battle. Standing as close to him as she could get was 
a lady, wiping tears from her eyes. I knew she was his mother. 
Standing just about as close was a young lady who was also 
shedding a tear or two. I am sure that was a girlfriend. Then I 
wondered about the father of the boy, but I soon discovered him in 
the crowd. He was farther away, walking slowly back and forth. 
And I knew exactly what he was doing; he was doing his very best 
to keep from crying. 


Those parents had willingly said yes to Uncle Sam concerning 
their son. They willingly gave their boy to serve and, if need be, to 
die for the liberty and freedom of our country. It was not their desire 
or wish, but they responded to the call and yielded. 
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I thought of my own father. I was an ordained minister of the 
gospel and so would not be called into service. However, I knew 
my father well enough to know that if Uncle Sam should have 
called, my father would have been willing for me to go. But I also 
knew that he would not be pleased and happy to see me catch a train 
to head for battle and possible death. On such an occasion my father 
would have had a broken heart to see me go while at the same time 
he would be willing to permit me to go. 


I thought of the fifty-third chapter of Isaiah. That chapter tells 
of the Son of God who was given to die for the sins of the whole 
world: “Yet it pleased the Lord to bruise him; he hath put him to 
grief” (Isa. 53:10). God not only gave His Son, but poured out His 
wrath upon Him that was due to fall on us, and was pleased in doing 
so. No finite mind can comprehend such love as that. No wonder 
we sing about the matchless, infinite, and marvelous grace of God. 
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as many 
other things, was rationed. Pastors of churches 
were given as many coupons as they requested, but 
none were given to evangelists for them to travel 
from place to place. Therefore, I settled down with 
my wife in Marion, Ohio, conducted a daily radio 
program, and did evangelistic work within a 100- 
mile radius of Marion. I was able to get the gaso- 
line I needed because I was the pastor of a church 
that had services every other Sunday morning. 


One day I saw an ad in the paper that caught my attention. A 
fellow had a handsaw and a violin bow for sale. I called and found 
out that he could no longer play because of illness. I knew abso- 
lutely nothing about playing the handsaw, except what I had seen, 
but I bought the thing. 


After a little practice I began to get some sounds out of the saw. 
After much practice I could put a gospel song on the record player 
and try to play along with the music or the singing. Finally I got 
brave enough to play a number in the church where I pastored. 
Others heard about it and would ask me to play in some evangelistic 
services. 


When the war ended I wanted to close the broadcast and 
continue my evangelistic work. A Baptist pastor in Marion, Dr. C. 
E. Hershey, began to talk to me about going with him on a mission- 
ary trip in Mexico and Central and South America. At first I 
hesitated, but then decided that would be a good thing to do in the 
interim between leaving Marion and reentering the field of evan- 
gelism. 
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We preached in Mexico and in every Central American country 
except one. Then we flew from Panama City to Quito, Ecuador. 
Clarence Jones, a cofounder of station HCJB, met us and took us 
to a place to stay. The next day at noon we were eating dinner with 
the family, and Dr. Hershey mentioned that I played the handsaw. 
He himself was an accomplished musician with the accordion and 
had his accordion with him. One of the workers soon put a saw and 
violin bow into my hands. 


Before I knew it, Clarence Jones had scheduled us to play duets 
on seven different programs over that large station. My wife was 
surprised to hear us over shortwave radio in Pensacola. 


I was visiting some missionaries in Mexico once, and one of the 
first things Jose Lara asked was whether I had my saw with me. Of 
course I did not. He wanted me to play it for two different services 
the next day. He said their shop needed a new saw; so he just stopped 
along the way, and we bought a saw. 


I never thought that I would play a saw on the Bob Jones 
University campus after I went there to work, but somehow it turned 
out that I did. A neighbor happened to see me using the saw to saw 
wood one day and asked me about it. When she found out I could 
play it as well, she put me on the program for the office party that 
was coming up very soon. I was accompanied by Dr. R. K. Johnson 
who played the harmonica! Dr. Jones, Sr., joked with me about it 
later, saying I would get more good out of it if I used it like it was 
supposed to be used! I agreed with him. 


Every four years the faculty and staff put on a crazy program 
for the student body called the faculty body program. For the first 
one they had, I was asked to take part by playing a special number 
on the handsaw. The students could hardly believe it when they saw 
and heard me playing ‘““The Red River Valley” on the handsaw. 


I was with one pastor in Maine two or three times who said he 
would not let me come if I did not bring the saw! I am often teased 
about playing a saw, but I have also been blessed and highly 
honored. At least I felt honored when Mrs. George Mulfinger asked 
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me to come and play the saw before her violin class and show them 
just how it is done. Mrs. Mulfinger is a great violinist and has taught 
for many years at Bob Jones University. The University produces 
some of the greatest music and some of the greatest musicians in 
the world, I think, and my little music on a simple handsaw is 
nothing comparable. Mine would be more like a little dimly lit 
candle in contrast to a huge chandelier shining in all of its splendor. 
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March 


I suppose whole books could b 
usual names that people have. 


My wife and I had never been to this church in Springfield, 
Ohio, before and did not know the names of any of the people. At 
the close of the afternoon service, the pastor called on someone to 
dismiss with prayer, and I thought he said “Mr. Clodhopper.” 


I could hardly believe what I was hearing. My wife felt the same 
way. I could not imagine anyone with such a name. Before we left, 
we asked someone to tell us who closed the service in prayer. We 
were informed that it was Mr. Claude Hopper. I realized how 
carefully a person should pronounce that man’s first name when 
calling on him before strangers. 


I was holding services in Lenoir, North Carolina. The meeting 
was to continue for three weeks, and my wife and I were working 
with the young people in an effort to distribute tracts to all the homes 
in the city. One young lady in the group was named “Precious.” I 
did not ask, but I suppose her mother had thought she was so 
precious when she was born that she just named her that. 


She was a sweet young lady, but with that narne she put me in 
an awkward situation more than once. I had not been married very 
long, and it was rather difficult for me to call her by name. Imagine 
my saying, “Precious, will you give me some of those tracts?” 
“Please come over here, Precious.” “You all go in that car, and 
Precious will ride with my wife and me.” I would blush every time 
I spoke to her. 


One day on the Bob Jones University campus I happened to be 
walking from the Alumni building toward my office. A young 
couple were walking in front of me, not knowing I was behind them. 
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All of a sudden I saw the girl give a, gentle pat on the fellow’s 
bottom. 


Such behavior as that is certainly not encouraged on the Uni- 
versity campus; so I caught up with them and kindly said something 
to her about her actions. In fact, I thought the dean of women should 
speak with her; so | asked her what her name was. I do not remember 
her first name, but when she mentioned her last name, I almost 
laughed out loud. Her last name was “Higgenbottom.”’ I managed 
to hold in the laughter until they were out of sight. I did not have 
the heart to mention it to the dean of women. 
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June 


Von 


During World War II, I conducted a daily radio program and did 
evangelistic work in towns and cities near Marion, Ohio. The Army 
Corps of Engineers built a large depot at the edge of Marion in 
which much materiel and supplies were stored and then were 
shipped all over the world. 


Our salvation.is nathing to be apo 


One day I met a young man who had been assigned to work in 
one of the small offices connected with that depot. Four men had 
worked there, but one had been transferred, and this man had come 
to replace him. He related to me what took place the first morning 
he was brought to the office. He was introduced to the other three 
men, and one of the three spoke up and said, “‘Say, we’re glad to 
have you! You will make it possible for us to have a foursome for 
our card games.” 


This man, who was a Christian, told me that he did not want to 
be rude, but he knew it would be better to settle the matter on the 
spot than to leave a temporary impression that he would be inter- 
ested in playing. So as he shook hands he said, “I’m sorry to 
disappoint you fellows, but I’m a Christian, and I do not care to 
play cards.”’ He went ahead and got involved in his work and tried 
to be a good testimony in front of the other men. 


Only the Lord can give the needed wisdom for such occasions. 
Sometimes it may be wise to hold back and break the news in a 
different manner. But I am afraid that too often we Christians are 
not bold enough in speaking out and taking a stand for that which 
we know to be right. We should have something of the spirit of Paul 
the Apostle when he said, “For I am not ashamed of the gospel of 
Christ; for it is the power of God unto salvation to every one that 
believeth” (Rom. 1:16). 
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Joseph Grigg began one of the stanzas of a song with the words, 
“Ashamed of Jesus! sooner far / Let evening blush to own a star.” 
He began another with, ““Ashamed of Jesus! yes, I may, / When I’ ve 
no guilt to wash away.” He closed by writing, “And O, may this 
my glory be, / That Christ is not ashamed of me!” Jesus said if we 
would confess Him before men, He would confess us before His 
Father. 
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My theme song for.the radio prog ‘camwas “Take 
the Name of Jesus with You.” Every morning I 
would sing one stanza and the chorus before the 
announcer would announce the program to the 
audience. I usually sang the first stanza, always 
without the book because I had known it for years: 


“Take the name of Jesus with you, 

Child of sorrow and of woe; 

It will joy and comfort give you, 

Take it then where’er you go.” 

On rare occasions I might sing the second stanza. One morning 

I started out on that stanza, “Take the name of Jesus ever, / As a 
shield from ev’ry snare.” Then by mistake I went back into the first 
stanza and sang, “It will joy and comfort give you.” Suddenly I 
realized that I could not continue with that stanza because it would 
end with the word “go” which would not rhyme with the word 
“snare.” What was I going to do? [had no time to do much thinking 
but finished the song by singing the words “Take it then ev’ry- 
where.” I had to stretch that word “then” a good bit, but I at least 
came out with a winning rhyme. From then on I decided to use the 
hymnal when I ventured out on any stanza except the first one. 


I was not the only one to get in trouble on the air. One time 
earlier during World War II, my wife, Dorothy, and I were sitting 
at the breakfast table. Everybody and his uncle was familiar with 
that popular song “Deep in the Heart of Texas.”” We happened to 
be listening to a good fundamentalist gospel preacher who was 
speaking over the radio. 
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The man was trying to get his message to the people that 
salvation was not just something in the head. He was pointing out 
the fact that it had to be real, it had to be genuine. Then he came out 
with, “You’ve got to get it deep down in the heart of Texas.” 
Suddenly he realized what he had said, how those familiar words 
Just automatically had flown out of his mouth. He wanted to correct 
it but just did not know what to say in order to do so. Then with just 
a slight pause he went ahead and finished his message. 


When Bob Jones College was located in Florida, the College 
sponsored a radio program in Montgomery, Alabama. Dr. T. C. 
Cassiday was in charge, but when some of us preacher boys were 
in Montgomery, we often spoke on the program. My brother, 
Clifford, never completely admitted to the truth of this story, but he 
was often teased about something that happened one morning. 
Clifford was in the studio talking into the mike when the engineer 
came in from the control room and told him that because the power 
was off they could not broadcast the program. They say that Clifford 
went back to the microphone and made the following an- 
nouncement: “I am sorry to announce to you that the power is off, 
and we cannot finish the broadcast. The Lord willing, we will be 
back with you tomorrow morning.” 
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There is atime to be quiet but there is a time to 
speak out. May God give us the wisdom we need to 
know when to speak and backbone enough to fol- 
low through when the occasion demands it. 


I was holding evangelistic meetings in a certain church. It was 
the second time I had been there, and the meetings were going well. 
One afternoon the pastor and I were talking, and he casually 
accused Bob Jones, Jr., of committing a terrible sin. 


‘‘What is the basis of your accusation?” I asked. He answered 
that one of his acquaintances had thought it was so. 


For about two hours, I talked straight with that man; I told him 
just what I thought of what he was doing. I shamed him for repeating 
a rumor as fact, and for making such a statement when he knew 
absolutely nothing about it. Before I left, he admitted that he should 
not have said what he said and promised that he would not repeat 
the lie to anyone else. I hope he kept his promise. 


Another time when I was young and hitchhiking to get some- 
where, two men picked me up. I got in the back seat, and the men 
seemed to forget I was there. In their conversation they started 
talking about Billy Sunday, about how he would preach to big 
crowds and then go get drunk as could be. 


I didn’t know much about Billy Sunday, but I knew that wasn’t 
true. God’s servants who are in the limelight often get slandered. 
And I felt sure that these men knew nothing about the man they 
were slandering. But I sat there and said nothing. I was young and 
inexperienced, and I have often regretted that I did not at least let 
those men know how | felt. 
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z as not a lazy 
bone in his body. ( I am sure my sisters would say 
that 1 failed to inherit such a fine characteristic 
from my dad.) 


We lived on farms until I was about eleven years old. I still 
remember seeing my father working hard in a newly cleared field, 
trying to move those heavy tree trunks from the path of the plow. 


There was a large hardware store in our little town of Red Level, 
Alabama. Mr. John Clark, a part-owner of the store, asked my dad 
to leave the farm and work for him, which he did for several years. 
As I grew older, I also worked in that store on Saturdays. I could 
not help but notice that my father was always busy doing something. 
He seldom knew what it was to “‘sit down and rest awhile.” 


In the midst of the depression, there was not enough business 
for my father to remain as a clerk in the hardware store. For a short 
time he ran a small store of his own and then started working in a 
large wholesale store in Greenville, Alabama. 


I remember the day when he was told that he would not be 
physically able to work any longer. I was in Greenville, and my 
father’s boss and I were talking with my father about his quitting 
his job. Even though he was over sixty-five years of age at the time, 
my father just sat there and cried. Even though my brother and I 
and our two sisters had made arrangements for his future, he could 
hardly stand the thought of never working again. 


117 


FROM THIS HIGH HILL 


March 


The lady did not attend ee 
sensed that she might not be planning to attend 
our Services. 


I was holding special services in a church in Maryland. One 
afternoon the pastor, the song leader, and I made some calls inviting 
folks out to the meetings. One lady kindly invited us into her home. 


She was in no way antagonistic. Instead, she was very much 
interested in telling us what a wonderful lady she was, intimating 
that she really had no special need to attend. 


As we listened, I could hardly believe what she was saying. “I 
have always wanted to do what was right. I never did want to do 
anything wrong. It was always my desire to be just as nice as I could 
possibly be.”’ Then she added these words (and I am quoting her 
exactly): “Sometimes I just feel as though I am an angel!” 


Her husband was not home so I could not check that statement 
out with him. However, I turned in my New Testament to the first 
chapter of the first Epistle of John. Then I pulled my chair over 
close to her, at least as close as I dared, and asked her if she would 
read a couple of verses out loud for us. She said she would. I had 
her begin to read with verse eight: “If we say that we have no sin, 
we deceive ourselves, and the truth is not in us.” Then I asked her 
to continue with the tenth verse, and she did: “If we say that we 
have not sinned, we make him a liar, and his word is not in us.”’ She 
looked at all three of us and said, “I read those verses in the Bible 
one time and have often wondered what they meant!”’ 


There is not much a person can do to help someone like that. It 
may be possible to win a drunkard or an agnostic, but it is not easy 
to get an “‘angel”’ to Christ. 
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usual results. Sometimes we elect to a things 
that we know we should do, and sometimes such 
neglect comes about in a more innocent fashion. 


I have driven cars since my teen-age years and should have 
known that wheel bearings on a house trailer would need to be kept 
greased. However, when I bought the trailer in Hammond, Indiana, 
no one mentioned that fact to me. I was pulling the thing all over 
the country in my evangelistic work with no thought of having the 
wheels done. 


One day we were driving through Milton, Florida, heading for 
Pensacola, only about twenty-eight miles farther west. A motorist 
passed, honked his horn, and pointed to the back of the trailer. I 
stopped immediately to take a look and saw that smoke was coming 
from the axle area. Because I had neglected to have the wheel 
bearings greased, I had literally burned one of the axles in two. The 
trailer had to be towed toa egiee and a new spindle had to be honed 
onto the axle. 


We can neglect some things, some minor things, and such 
neglect may not cause much trouble. However, I have known 
people who have suffered great physical pain and even in some 
cases death itself because they neglected to have a physical when 
they should have. But worse than that, multiplied thousands are in 
hell today because they neglected to trust the Savior when they 
knew they should have done so. I still shudder at the thought that I 
neglected ‘‘su great salvation” until I was eighteen. The price to 
pay for that kind of neglect could result in eternal damnation to the 
soul, for ‘“‘how shall we escape if we neglect so great salvation?” 
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Sep temb or 


Did you ever try to.do something neble and won- 
derful, and all of a sudden have such an effort 
prove you to be nothing but an idiot? 


I walked out of the Billy Sunday Tabernacle in Winona Lake, 
Indiana, still thinking of the sermon. I decided to drive the short 
distance to the larger town of Warsaw. 


As I walked along one of Warsaw’s streets, I noticed a woman 
struggling to get a pickup truck wedged into a space at the curb. 
Full of helpfulness and goodwill, I leaped into the street and began 
to motion to her. 


She nodded and smiled, and tried to follow my directions. 
“Turn the wheels the other way,”’ I said. 


She tilted her head, puzzled. I demonstrated, gesturing dramati- 
cally. She finally did as I said. The truck lurched. I was beginning 
to feel embarrassed for her. The space was small, but it should not 
be this much trouble to park in it. And two fellows had stopped to 
watch her mangle this parking job. 


‘“Now come forward a little,” I hollered. 


Again, she looked as though she could not understand what I 
wanted. Again, I gestured with big motions to come forward. She 
did, and I held up my hand to stop her. 


‘“*“Good; now ease back and cut the wheels in toward the curb.” 


At last, she rolled down her window. “‘But that will put me back 
in this space. I’m trying to get out!” 


I think I said I was sorry. I know I walked away as fast as I could. 
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“I drove that old Chevy all 
during the war years. Sold 
it for nine hundred dollars, 
and the fellow was glad to 
get it. I bought a new one 
in ’47, the first year they 
made new ones.” 


“Didn’t have cassettes 
in those days; recorded 
on glass records—except 
the local stations had to 
be live.” 


“My brother, Clifford, 
and I came back for 
Fellowship Club meetings 
after we graduated.” 
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“We spent the first night 
in Mobile. The name of 
the hotel was The Battle 
House. So we started off 
right, I guess.” 


“Sometimes people you stayed 
with wanted to take your pictw 
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‘oly Spiri 
guide an n untaught GhFistan who is eee the 
Word of God and who wants to know the truth and 
the will of God. 


Christmas had come and gone and my wife and I were spending 
a little extra time with her mother in Pensacola, Florida. The day 
was warm; so I took our little girl Linda for a walk. We were going 
nowhere in particular, just enjoying ourselves in the sunshine. 


Just ahead of us on a street corner I noticed a lady representing 
the Jehovah’s Witnesses. She was holding up their official Watch 
Tower magazine, and I was very certain she was going to solicit me 
to take a copy or make a donation. We were just about ten steps 
away from her when suddenly Linda began to sing with a loud 
voice, “The B-I-B-L-E, yes that’s the Book for me; I stand alone 
on the Word of God, the B-I-B-L-E.”’ 


Nothing could have been more appropriate, and nothing could 
have pleased me more. Of course our little girl knew nothing about 
pastors Russell and Rutherford and their worldwide evil influence, 
but the Lord did and so did I. For some reason the lady said nothing 
to us as we passed her by, Linda still singing her chorus. I would 
not have stopped her for the world. 


Immediately after I was saved, I began to read and study the 
Bible. I also began to read any books or booklets that I could find 
that I thought would give me spiritual help. Sometime that fall, after 
being saved for just a short time, I noticed a book in our home 
entitled The Harp of God. That sounded good to me: so I began to 
read it. 
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I suppose I read five or six chapters in that book, The Harp of 
God, enjoying everything that I was reading. However, some of the 
things I was reading did not sound right to me. I began to question 
the contents of the book. Finally I laid the book aside, and I do not 
believe I ever finished reading it. 


I knew absolutely nothing about the Jehovah’s Witnesses. I had 
never received one lesson from anyone, pastor or anyone else, 
warning me against false teachers and false religions. Yet I knew 
that what I was reading did not strike a responsive chord in my 
heart. There is only one reason for that. The Holy Spirit taught me. 
I did not even know the doctrine of the indwelling of the Holy Spirit, 
but He was dwelling in my body whether I knew it or not. He did 
not let this new Christian boy go astray. 


I was much more blessed than was a man by the name of W. J. 
Schnell. He is the man who wrote a book of 207 pages entitled 
Thirty Years a Watch Tower Slave, published by Baker Book House, 
Grand Rapids, Michigan. In that book he tells how he and others 
were caught in the web and how he gave so many years of his life 
working for that organization. He tells about the changes that took 
place after the founder, Charles T. Russell, had died and Judge 
Rutherford worked his way into the leadership role. 


I wonder how many people have been deceived through the 
reading of such books as The Harp of God. A million copies of that 
book were printed in Germany in 1925, and Schnell helped in that 
printing. According to his later testimony he said, “I was inveigled 
to join the Watch Tower Organization, and subsequently became 
totally enslaved to it.” I want to thank the Lord anew for sparing 
me from such an ordeal. 
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sire of the heart. 


Dr. Bob Jones, Sr., was one of the main speakers at a family 
Bible camp ten miles up the mountain from Estes Park, Colorado. 
My brother, Clifford, was directing the camp, and I was there to 
help him any way that I could. Clifford asked me to drive Dr. Bob 
back and forth to the camp, since he was staying in a cabin down 
in Estes Park. 


One night I was driving him to his cabin following the evening 
service. As we went down the mountain, he told me he wanted 
someone at Bob Jones University to have an office “where any 
student could go at any time with any problem.” Then he looked at 
me and said, “Marvin, why don’t you do that?” Within a few weeks 
I had made arrangements to head for Greenville, South Carolina, 
with my family, to try to fulfill that responsibility. 


During the twenty-six years that I acted as personal counselor 
for the students, I must have discussed the subject of the Lord’s will 
with many hundreds of them. I always found one underlying fact 
to be evident: You did not have any trouble with the students whose 
desire was to do God’s will. I never tired of discussing that subject 
with any student who came by to see me. 


One student was greatly troubled. She wanted to do the Lord’s 
will, yet she had a battle raging in her heart. She was an accom- 
plished pianist, yet she had the feeling that if she surrendered to do 
‘‘whatever the Lord wanted her to do” that He would send her to 
some mission field where she might not even have a piano to play. 
I did not know the Lord’s will for her, but I kept telling her that she 
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would never have peace of heart until she yielded to do what the 
Lord wanted—regardless. 


One day we met on the campus, and she asked me if she could 
see me in the office that afternoon. I assured her she could. I knew 
exactly what she was going to tell me when she came. I could see 
it written all over her face. In fact, she could have told me right 
there on the sidewalk. However, as planned, she came by and told 
me how the Lord had won the victory in her heart. She was as happy 
as could be. She said if the Lord sent her where she would never 
see a piano again she would still be happy in doing what God wanted 
her to do. We had a prayer of thanksgiving there in the office, and 
she left with a smile of contentment on her face. 


The Lord did not call that young lady to the mission field. The 
last I heard and knew of her she was married, raising her children 
to honor the Lord, and using her talents to glorify His name. 
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Bob Jones ie and with the Cie Fellow- 
ship Association Mission, I considered Dr. Bob 
Jones, Jr, to be my boss. Dr. Jones was the chair- 
man of the board of the Gospel Fellowship Asso- 
ciation, under whose sponsorship the mission 
operated. Therefore I was still subject to him and 
the executive board when I was the director. 


A few of my close friends and associates felt comfortable 
calling Dr. Jones by his first name. I never could do that. Even 
though he is less than two years older than I am, I always addressed 
him as Dr. Jones. He happened to be the head or dean of the history 
department my first year in college. He also taught me Hebrew 
history my senior year. So I. have always thought of him in a 
student-teacher relationship. 


I think many people today fail to give enough respect to their 
peers. I go on a somewhat regular basis to three different doctors. 
I am much older than any of the three, but I always address them 
by their title. Much depends upon what former relation we may 
have had with others as to how we address them. For instance, 
because of my age, I can freely call Dr. Bob Jones III by his first 
name. I would always address a letter or note to him in that fashion. 
However, in a group of people, and of course in public, I would not 
think of doing that. I knew him as a boy, later as a college student, 
and finally as the president of a great university. I cannot imagine 
young faculty members speaking of him without properly saying 
Dr. Bob or Dr. Bob Jones III. 
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Part of my respect for those in authority comes from my 
training. But in Dr. Jones’s case, he has also earned that respect as 
a boss. I have always tried to do what I thought he expected me to 
do. I have never tried to deceive him. I had more sense than to try, 
because he is not easily deceived. On a few occasions I have made 
a mistake in judgment, after which I have usually received a “very 
personal note.”’ Anyone who has been on the receiving end of one 
of those notes can tell you that they can be very strong, very definite, 
and to the point! But when things are straightened out, all is forgiven 
and, I believe, forgotten. He does not keep bringing things up again 
once they are settled. If Dr. Jones has all the facts, [have found him 
to be more than fair in almost every situation. 


I remember especially one Sunday morning. We always repeat 
the University creed, not only for chapel but also for the services 
on Sunday mornings. On this particular Sunday I was presiding, 
and he was to preach. For some reason I left out the creed and 
happened to remember it just as I sat down for the last time before 
the message. He mentioned it to me when I sat down, and I asked 
him if I should have it repeated after the special music. He said, 
“No, let me take care of it.” 


He stood up to speak. I thought he would just mention that 
reciting the creed had slipped my mind, and we would now have it 
before he would preach. Instead he said, ““We repeat the creed so 
often that I’m afraid we get used to it and fail to think about what 
we are saying. I asked Dr. Lewis to let me lead the creed this 
morning, and I want us to not only say it but to really mean it and 
realize what we are saying.” I thought that was a very kind gesture, 
and I appreciated his doing it in that fashion. And it taught me anew 
that we do not need to embarrass anyone if we do not have to. 
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if ment al -hapel on 
that particular Manny morning was one of the 
funniest occasions that ever took place at Bob 
Jones University. 


It happened to be my morning to make the announcements; so 
I picked them up at the information desk and headed for the 
auditorium. We only had two or three that day and as I glanced over 
them I knew we had one that would bring a most unusual reaction 
from the student body. Of course, I held the special one for last. 


On the previous Saturday we had heard a missionary speaker 
from Guatemala, Bill Cook. He was a graduate of the University 
and had remained on campus for the weekend, planning to leave 
for home later that day. He was sitting in the balcony, and it was his 
announcement that I was about to read. 


The announcement simply began: “Bill Cook has lost his 
pants.” I hesitated a moment before continuing, and everyone 
began to laugh. When the crowd finally calmed down a little, I 
continued, ““Bill Cook has lost his pants somewhere between the 
dorm and his car.” That really brought an uproar, and it took some 
time before there was quiet again. 


What had happened was that Bill had been bringing in a pair of 
trousers on a hanger, along with some other clothes, and the trousers 
had slipped off as he crossed the street. He did not notice it until 
later, and someone had come along and picked them up. Anyhow, 
it sounded as though the pants he was wearing had fallen off while 
he was heading for his car. The whole student body was really 
enjoying the announcement. I looked at the administrators on the 
platform and they were also enjoying the fun. Dr. Bob Jones, Jr., 
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was there to speak. I glanced at him; he was about to split with 
laughter. 


The announcement continued: “If anyone finds Mr. Cook’s 
pants, he would appreciate it if you would meet him out front 
following the chapel service. He would like to have them before 
heading home.” They had a good laugh at that. 


Sitting on the platform was a young lady, Diane Mueller (now 
Mrs. Ken Hay), representing the student body, and she also had an 
announcement to make. She had been thinking so much about what 
she was going to say that she really did not catch the joke that 
morning about the lost pants. Her announcement concerned the 
“Lost and Found” department at the University. Her first words 
were, “If any of you has lost anything or found anything,” and that 
is as far as she could get. Everybody started laughing again. If 
laughter is good for the soul, we surely had our souls refreshed that 
Monday morning. I looked up at Bill Cook in the balcony, and he 
was enjoying it as much as anyone else. 
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July 


nough: redit to our 


I was still driving the big 1947 Cadillac that I used to pull a 
heavily loaded trailer from place to place in our evangelistic work. 


On this particular trip we needed to make good time, but we also 
thought it would be pleasant to return by way of the Skyline Drive 
in Virginia and North Carolina. So I drove as fast as I safely could 
around those mountaintop curves. We arrived home after dark but 
in plenty of time for a good night of rest. 


The next morning I drove off the campus, through the main gate, 
and onto Wade Hampton Boulevard. I had just turned east when all 
of a sudden my front wheels went in two different directions! When 
help came, I found that the tie rod had completely come out of its 
socket, making it impossible to steer the car. I had traveled less than 
a quarter of a mile after traveling over five hundred miles the day 
before over crooked mountain roads. Thank the Lord for His protec- 
tion for me, for my wife, and for our two girls. 
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June 


Many very.common, 
out to be very uncommon and most unusual. 


My first acquaintance with Mr. Guptal was when I took over a 
work in Canso, Nova Scotia, for two weeks. Canso is a very small 
but busy fishing village on the northeastern shore of the lower part 
of Nova Scotia. I was helping out so the young pastor there could 
work elsewhere. He also pastored two other small works in nearby 
areas. 


The church was actually in a portion of a seventeen-room, 
two-story home that was built in the early days by a well-to-do 
fisherman. It even had a tower on top overlooking the harbor into 
the Atlantic. It was called the ““widow’s watchtower.” My dear wife 
could not be with me; so I lived alone in that great big house for 
two cold, wet weeks during the early part of June. I even had to do 
my own cooking most of the time, but on two or three occasions 
the Guptals had me in their home for meals, which I greatly 
appreciated. 


Guptal was a commercial fisherman at the time. He and his 
family later became the keepers of a lighthouse. As a fisherman and 
boatman, he had a good reputation. The harbor had some large 
boulders that boats had to maneuver around carefully while enter- 
ing and exiting, and many times the whole area was thick with fog. 
Often a fisherman would remain outside the harbor until he could 
contact Guptal by phone or radio and have him come out and lead 
the boat in. Everyone trusted his ability. 


Telephone cables cross the ocean from Nova Scotia to England 
and Scotland. Those cables lie on the bottom of the ocean, but on 
occasion a cable can get broken. There is a special repair ship for 
mending those breaks. 
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One day a cable was broken, and thé repair ship was in another 
part of the world. After thoroughly checking the cable, the people 
in charge contacted Mr. Guptal to see if he would take his ship out 
and attempt to repair it. In order to do so he would have to let a 
grappling hook down to catch one end of the cable, then do the same 
for the other end, and have the cable repaired or rejoined in his boat. 


Mr. Guptal was a humble Christian. He wanted to be a good 
witness to those men who were with him to do the repairing. He 
told me that he just humbly asked the Lord to help him in that very 
difficult task. After he arrived at what they figured might be the 
proper location, he let down his hook, and on the very first try he 
brought up one end of the cable! It took a couple of efforts for the 
other end, but he was thankful to the Lord for answering his prayer. 
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Many summers I spent traveling in what I called 
summertime evangelism. For many years Bob 
Jones University has sponsored mission teams to 
Nova Scotia, but I have always felt that I had the 
pleasure of pioneering the way there. 


Nova Scotia, Latin for ““New Scotland,” was settled at first by 
Scottish and French people and later by the English. Many school 
children are familiar with Longfellow’s poem “Evangeline”’ about 
the early French settlers, the Acadians. Nova Scotia has many grand 
sights: the Cabot Trail, the Grand Pré and other national parks, some 
of the highest tides in the world, Peggy’s Cove, and so on. But my 
purpose in going there was for something else. I went to hold some 
meetings in some little fishing villages with a few fundamentalist, 
independent, gospel-preaching pastors. 


The United Church of Canada had become very liberal. Most 
of the men I worked with had either come out from that group or 
had been brought up in a separated group. Most of them had rather 
small congregations, but the people loved the Lord and naturally 
loved the Word of God. I felt right at home with them. 


I visited one independent church that was built primarily by one 
family. From that family came some gifted singers. Four of them 
formed a quartet and sang in other churches. Mr. Freeman, the bass, 
never married. He fished commercially from a small boat for most 
of his life. I spent one night with him in a little fisherman’s shack 
where he kept his boat during the week. We rose early, had some 
breakfast that he had prepared, had devotions, and then went out 
fishing. He was a solid Christian with a clear testimony. 
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I stayed four weeks in Lockeport, in southern Nova Scotia, 
holding meetings. Lockeport is completely surrounded by water, 
except for the causeway leading into the town. From the window 
of the parsonage I could often see hundreds of fish hanging up to 
dry in the sun. 


Sometimes the sun does not shine there for days at a time. Once, 
the mother of the pastor’s wife came to visit, primarily to take her 
grandchildren to the small beach along the causeway. However, she 
could not go down there a single time because fog and cold weather 
lasted the entire week of her visit. 


When I stayed in one of the summer camps, New Harbor, the 
weather was often foggy and, of course, wet. I was sleeping in a 
room of an old house where the cooking and eating went on. One 
night a bat got in; we had a “‘swatting good time” before we got it 
out. 


There was never an abundance of food, but the cooks did very 
well with what they had. I especially enjoyed the fish chowder that 
we had on rare occasions. I returned for three or four summers to 
speak at Bible’conferences or to hold meetings. It was always a 
blessing to be among those people. 
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end 


the thick of th ay pantie in ope ine in a humble 
place supplying the needs for others to go. I really 
feel that many of us will be surprised when the 
Lord crowns His own in glory. Many a humble but 
faithful Christian will be highly honored who 
never knew such honors down here. 


It was the first Sunday morning service of the summer, and I 
was scheduled to speak. Most of the students had gone, and only 
faculty and staff remained; I had planned to speak about Elijah and 
the widow of Zarephath. 


Someone else was presiding that morning, and I asked him to 
read from I Kings, chapter 17. You can imagine how I felt when the 
one presiding began to read the seventeenth chapter of I Chronicles 
instead of I Kings. I had to make a choice, and I had to make it 
mighty quick. Should I embarrass the one who read the Scripture 
or endeavor to preach from a text that I had not thought about 
preaching from? I did not want to do the former, but I wondered 
how in the world I could do the latter. | am not the kind who can 
suddenly take any text suggested and preach from it. 


The Scripture he read was about David and his desire to build 
a house for the Lord. The Lord loved David, but David’s plans were 
not God’s plans, so He sent the prophet Nathan to inform David 
that he could not build the house as he desired. God would have 
David’s son build the house instead. 


While the audience sang another song and had prayer, I did 
some thinking and some praying—and some sweating! They had a 
special number before I was to speak which also helped me. I am 
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sure it was not a great message, but I preached that morning from 
I Chronicles 17. The main thought of the message was that the 
students and some faculty members were scattered all over the 
country, but those in the audience would have to remain to perform 
their regular work, some of it rather routine work. We would need 
to “hold the fort” and prepare for another year of school. 


“Some of you,” I said, “perhaps would desire to travel, to go 
somewhere special to serve the Lord Jesus—a commendable de- 
sire. But God’s plan for you may be something entirely different. 
As David was content with the Lord’s choice, so should we be 
satisfied with the job that God has called us to do.” 


Because of my work, first in evangelism and later as a director 
of a mission board, I have traveled in all of the fifty states and in 
many foreign countries, literally around the world a couple of times. 
But God is not going to look at my traveling record at the judgment 
seat of Christ. Perhaps the one whose works will far outweigh mine 
will be that country pastor in some little church in some wind-swept 
western state. It may be that missionary who buried himself 1n his 
labors for the Lord in South America. I have met hundreds of 
laymen, both men and women, who are much more deserving of 
God’s blessings than I have been. How good it is to be content in 
the place where God has put us. We need to be doubly sure that we 
are in that place. 
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They were dent with the 
breeches” down and they did not like it at all. 


‘For many years on Bob Jones University campus, Mission 
Prayer Band groups have met daily to pray for missionary work 
around the world. All missionary magazines and periodicals come 
through my office and are given to the different prayer groups. It is 
from these materials that missionary information is received and 
prayer-request cards are made.” 


That was the first paragraph of a letter that I sent to mission 
organizations while I was the Director of Religious Activities at the 
University. The year was 1961. Religious compromise was begin- 
ning to show its head all over the world. The letter continued: 


“We here at Bob Jones University want to encourage and pray 
for every missionary work which endeavors to exalt the Lord Jesus 
Christ and stands for the fundamentals of the faith at home and 
abroad. We feel that one of the greatest dangers of the day is the 
yoking together of believers and unbelievers in an attempt to do the 
work of the Lord. Today many who call themselves orthodox and 
who claim to believe the Bible is God’s Word do not hesitate to 
disobey the clear commands of God’s Word in joining hands with 
modernists and disciples of neo-orthodoxy. Many mission boards 
that formerly stood faithful to the Word of God have now gone over 
to the New Evangelicalism—they cooperate in ecumenical evan- 
gelistic campaigns with unbelievers and those who speak with 
scorn of ‘Fundamentalists.’ 


“Bob Jones University is an institution that wants to be known 
as fundamental; and as Fundamentalists, we are going to obey the 
Word of God on this matter of separation. Some mission boards 
have taken a definite stand against unscriptural ecumenical com- 


140 


Part Three: Above All That We Ask or Think 


promise and others have not. We are fot going to encourage our 
graduates to consider service under any group whose policies are 
unscriptural even though their doctrinal statement is orthodox. In 
fact, we consider it not only inconsistent but downright unethical 
for any board to claim in its doctrinal statement to stand for the 
Bible as the Word of God while disobeying the Word of God in its 
practices. We are therefore, emphasizing before our missionary 
groups only those boards who are taking a definite stand against 
compromise with unbelief. 


“T am writing, therefore, to all the so-called faith boards whose 
material has been coming to us to find out exactly what their 
practices are. We know about your doctrinal statement, and I would 
like to have you write me frankly whether or not you cooperate and 
support evangelistic efforts with which unorthodox churches or 
organizations are connected and cooperate.” 


I had replies from some boards not only giving assurance of 
their stand against such cooperation and compromise, but also 
thanking us at the University for being willing to take such a stand. 
On the other hand, some of the most unkind letters I have ever 
received came from a few boards who strongly condemned the 
University and tried to justify their own compromise position. 


Throughout its history, Bob Jones University has advertised 
itself as an institution that stands without apology for the “old-time 
religion” and the absolute authority of the Bible. With such a slogan 
it would be hypocritical to cooperate with, and to commend, those 
who deny such authority. 
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I thought I ould glance ove 
it was okay. I was glad I did. 


A new secretary had been assigned to me by the office manager. 
I was dictating a letter to a friend of mine and the new secretary 
was taking it down in short hand so she could type the letter for me. 
One sentence in the letter was “‘the fellow in Wisconsin had been 
pastoring that church for several years.” 


The secretary who had come to work for me came with very 
high recommendations. When she brought me the letter to sign, I 
started to not even look over the contents, since I felt sure that 
everything was in good order. But since she was new to me, I gave 
ita quick check. Instead of typing what I actually said, she had typed 
“the fellow in Wisconsin had been pestering that church for several 
years.” 


When I called the mistake to her attention, she exclaimed that 
she was sorry and that she would take it back to her office and 
correct it. I said that perhaps we should send it like it was. Iam sure 
some churches feel that their preachers have done more pestering 
than pastoring. 
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to that million- aa view on Kodiak fare 


Kodiak, Alaska, is the largest town on Kodiak Island, and one 
of the oldest settlements in the state. Over a hundred years ago 
Kodiak served as headquarters for Russian colonists and fur traders 
in Alaska. The town’s main industry is fishing for salmon and 
halibut. There is also a large navy base at the edge of town. 


Commercial planes used the landing strip at that navy base to 
land and take off. Those landings are similar to landings on the flight 
deck of a ship because the strip is short, lying between the water 
and the side of a mountain. When landing, the pilot has to set his 
wheels down as near as possible to the water’s edge and then brake 
as fast as possible to keep from slamming into the mountain. For 
takeoff, it is just the opposite: he has to be as close to the side of the 
mountain as he can get, give the aircraft full throttle, and hope to 
be lifted into the air before reaching the Pacific Ocean. 


I was holding meetings for a missionary who pastored a church 
in the center of town. He lived about as far out of town as you could 
drive in that direction, which was only a short distance. Rent was 
high; the only house they could afford to rent was nothing to brag 
about. It was a modest home, built right on the ocean bank, several 
feet above the level of the water. The bank was just a few steps from 
the corner of the house and went straight down to the rocks below. 
I feared for the boys in the family as they played around the house. 
If they had accidentally fallen over the edge, I believe it would have 
killed them. 


The first morning we were eating breakfast at the kitchen table. 
The table was by a large picture window, and you could look right 
out over the ocean toward a couple of the nearby islands. The 
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pastor’s wife remarked that though they were missionaries with not 
much of this world’s goods, they had a million-dollar view from 
their breakfast table. And that was true. It was beautiful indeed. All 
the fishing vessels could easily be seen as they went out for the 
catch each day and as they returned in the late afternoon with their 
loads of fish. 

Of course, the missionaries were in Kodiak for a different 
purpose. They had left their home state of Kentucky in order to 
serve the Lord on this island in the state of Alaska. The Lord had 


called them to be “fishers of men’’; so they were doing their best 
to win Eskimos and Aleuts to the Lord Jesus Christ. 
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\) 2 ‘travel age y had actu- 
ally quoted him a price lower than it was supposed 
to be. However, he said he was not going to ask me 
for more than he had originally quoted, but he did 
want me to do him a favor. 


It was during the summer of 1964 that the Lord made it possible 
for me to take an extended missionary journey. I was gone for more 
than two months, making as many as thirty-five stops in twenty-five 
countries. I had the pleasure of preaching in several countries of 
Europe, the Middle East, and the Far East. 


My plane fare was wondrously low, considering that I could 
begin and end in Greenville, travel on any airline, and make as many 
stops as I wished. This was all arranged through a tour director in 
New York City. But the last correspondence I had with the director 
before leaving was a most unusual one. 


He wanted me to sit down and write him a very nasty letter for 
letting me know about the higher price, saying that I did not feel 
that I could pay any more on the tickets. I sent him such a letter. I 
do not know if it was nasty enough, but I never heard any more 
from him about the price. 


That trip was a great help and blessing. I received much infor- 
mation about missions that I never could have obtained in any other 
way. One extra, special blessing came from that trip. I had the 
pleasure of spending eight days in the Holy Land. When I returned 
at the end of the summer, plans had been made for me to teach New 
Testament Survey to the large freshman class at Bob Jones Univer- 
sity. That Holy Land visit proved to be a great help as I endeavored 
to teach that class for the next ten years. 
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June 


I had no reason to.think that that was not the final 
check before boarding our plane after we were 
transferred to the airport. 


After visiting and preaching in Cairo, Egypt, for a couple of 
days, I was to fly out to Lebanon. The airline office in the city of 
Cairo checked our baggage before putting it on a bus to the airport. 


I was enjoying a walk around the lobby in order to get a little 
exercise. While doing so I was observing the place and the people, 
just calmly waiting for my flight number to be called. I began to 
hear a strange sound over the loudspeaker. At first I paid no 
attention, since I could hardly understand what was being said. 
Suddenly it dawned on me that the sound the lady was making could 
somewhat resemble the name of “Lewis.” She was saying 
“Looeese, Looeese,” or something of that nature. 


I thought I should ask at the counter what it was all about. Then 
I was informed that my bag had not been checked. I looked in the 
area, and there sat my lone bag in that big lobby waiting to be 
checked through customs! I hurriedly did so, and as I flew into 
Beirut I was very thankful that the Lord was watching over me and 
my luggage. 
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Beirut, Lebanon, for many years has been torn to pieces through 
strife, wars, and turmoil of all kinds. Many of our own servicemen 
have died there trying to keep the peace. Nothing seems to be stable 
and secure. I am thankful that I could visit Beirut when it was a 
beautiful city from almost every standpoint. 


I was in Beirut as a preacher of the gospel, not as a tourist. But 
the Lord has a way of rewarding His servant with many wonderful 
joys and advantages. It was my privilege to conduct an evangelistic 
service in a church in Beirut that was pastored by Victor Sadaka. 
Victor had been saved a few years earlier under the ministry of Dr. 
Bob Jones, Jr., and now he was leading others to Christ. He 
preached in Beirut and in other parts of the Arabic world, especially 


Egypt. 


Cosponsoring the meetings was a radio missionary to Lebanon, 
Bob Hellwege. He had studied the language and done mission work 
for a while on another field, but he felt the need to send the gospel 
forth by means of radio from the large city of Beirut. 


Another person who greatly helped in those meetings was 
missionary Dick Knox. Knox and Hellwege were both graduates 
of Bob Jones University, so I felt right at home in their company. 
Dick Knox was not only a good missionary preacher and personal 
worker but was also an accomplished musician. Each night during 
our stay he played one or two special numbers on his trombone. 


On the Saturday that I was there, Victor and his wife had me in 
their home. During these turbulent times, the Sadakas have lived in 
the city itself, but at the time of my visit they lived several miles 
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southwest of Beirut. I do not remember anything about the meal 
itself, but I will never forget the great bowl of delicious fruit that 
was placed on the table following the meal. Oranges, plums, grapes, 
and pears were arranged in a large bowl. We sat and ate and ate and 
sat to our hearts’ content. 


That afternoon was a real treat also. Victor drove me further 
south to see the famous biblical cities of Tyre and Sidon. Those 
cities are only about twenty miles apart on the eastern shore of the 
Mediterranean Sea. Tyre is the place from which King Hiram sent 
timber and workmen to David and later to Solomon. Sidon, now 
Saida, extends out into the sea. Once it was a great haven for 
fishermen and tradesmen, but today there is little there. 


The farthest points north that the Lord Jesus traveled were Tyre 
and Sidon. Almost without exception, those places are mentioned 
together. The Lord Himself mentions them: ““Woe unto thee, 
Chorazin! woe unto thee, Bethsaida! for if the mighty works, which 
were done in you, had been done in Tyre and Sidon, they would 
have repented long ago in sackcloth and ashes. But I say unto you, 
It shall be more tolerable for Tyre and Sidon at the day of judgment, 
than for you.” (Matt. 11:21-22). 


In the twelfth chapter of Acts, Peter is released from prison. 
King Herod had killed James and planned to kill Peter. When an 
angel delivered Peter, Herod went to Tyre and Sidon, where the 
people praised him; they said he spoke like a god, not like a mere 
man. Herod accepted the praise, but God did not share His glory 
with that wicked king. The Lord smote the king, and he was eaten 
of worms and died. 


I thought of the scriptural references to those places, some 
consisting of God’s blessings and some consisting of His cursings. 
It is so much better to be in the place of God’s blessings. May God 
help us to seek such a place and by His grace remain there until He 
shall call us home to be with Him forever. 
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[2 m, we visited dif- 
ferent places that a are often mentioned in the pages 
of the Bible. 


After preaching one Sunday in Tripoli, Lebanon, I rode with a 
missionary family through Syria, Jordan, and into the part of 
Jerusalem which was occupied at that time by the Arabic people. A 
portion called “no man’s land” divided the city. We had accommo- 
dations in a guest house at the top of the Mount of Olives, over- 
looking Jerusalem, particularly the Dome of the Rock. 


One afternoon we drove the short distance to have an evening 
meal in the village of Emmaus. In the restaurant of a hotel, the 
family and I talked as we ate and recalled the Lord’s conversation 
with two disciples following His resurrection. You remember that 
the disciples did not recognize Him until He broke the bread and 
blessed it in their presence. Then He suddenly disappeared from 
their sight. 


J have referred to this story many times in my preaching as it is 
recorded in the final chapter of the Gospel of Luke. I have often 
thought and said that I believe the greatest sermon ever delivered 
was delivered to no more than two people, and it was preached on 
the road from Jerusalem to Emmaus. I think that is true because of 
the One who preached the message, and because the entire message 
was from the Old Testament Scriptures as they spoke of the blessed 
Redeemer Himself. 


We will never know exactly what the message was. It was not 
recorded. Yet I feel that to a great extent we could be very certain 
of some of the passages that He must have referred to. Luke tells 
us that “beginning at Moses and all the prophets, he expounded 
unto them in all the scriptures the things concerning himself.” 
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Sometime later to the apostles He said, “These are the words which 
I spoke unto you, while I was yet with you, that all things must be 
fulfilled, which were written in the law of Moses, and in the 
prophets, and in the psalms, concerning me.” 


Sometime ago I heard Dr. Bob Jones III speaking about the 
resurrection. He gave a good synopsis of what the Lord could have 
spoken on the road to Emmaus that day. He said that He could have 
spoken of His revelation to Eve in Genesis 3:15, of the revelation 
of Himself to Abraham in Genesis 22:15-18, of Himself presented 
as the paschal Lamb 1n Exodus 12, as the scapegoat in Leviticus 16, 
as the brazen serpent in Numbers 21, and as the great Prophet in 
Deuteronomy 18; the Star and the Scepter in Numbers 24, the 
smitten Rock in Numbers 20, Immanuel in Isaiah 7:14, and the good 
Shepherd in Isaiah 40:10-11; the One who bore our griefs in Isaiah 
53:4-5; the heir of David in Ezekiel 34, the ruler of Bethlehem in 
Micah 5:2, the lowly King in Zechariah 9:9, the smitten Shepherd 
in Zechariah 13:7, and the Sun of righteousness in Malachi 4:2. On 
and on He could have used the Old Testament Scriptures to tell of 
Himself. That’s why the Old Testament Scriptures were given: to 
present to us the Lamb of God who would come and take away the 
sin of the world. 
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July 


In 1964 Jerusalem was a divided city; the Arabic people controlled 
a large portion, and the Jewish people were in charge of what remained. 
There was a small strip of land between them called “‘no man’s land.”’ 
I spent four days on the Arabic side and then crossed over to the Jewish 
side. 


Saturday morning I walked down the street and enquired of a 
policeman about the location of a synagogue. Since it was the 
Sabbath, I desired to attend a service and see what took place. I was 
directed to what I found out later was an orthodox synagogue. Their 
service had already begun, but I quietly entered and sat down. The 
men were below, the women above where they could look down 
upon the proceedings. 


The singing sounded mostly monotone with no sound of a note 
of joy or praise. Some things were said in Hebrew which [I could 
not understand. Finally it came time for the reading of the Scrip- 
tures. Four or five of the leaders gathered around a table upon which 
the scroll was to be placed. Then I noticed two men taking the scroll 
from an ark or cabinet on a wall. 


I have never in my life seen a mother handle a newborn baby 
more tenderly and carefully than those two men handled that scroll. 
They lifted it from the ark and carefully placed it on the table as 
though it were the most precious thing in the world. I could not tell 
from what part of the Old Testament they read. The men around the 
table took turns in the reading. One would read a small portion, then 
another, and another. The entire reading must have lasted for thirty 
minutes or more. 
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While the reading was in progress, some of the older orthodox 
men who were seated close to the table would lower their heads 
between their knees then raise them up again. This show of respect 
was repeated several times during the process. I almost cried, 
because I felt they did not believe what they claimed to believe, that 
for which they showed so much outward affection. 


Paul spoke of much the same thing in his day. The Jewish leaders 
rejected Christ. Almost thirty years following the crucifixion and 
resurrection they still did not believe in Him, though they claimed 
to believe Moses and the Old Testament Scriptures. Paul said, “But 
their minds were blinded: for until this day remaineth the same veil 
untaken away in the reading of the old testament; which veil is done 
away in Christ. But even unto this day, when Moses is read, the veil 
is upon their heart” (II Cor. 3:14-15). 


Until this day (almost two thousand years later), that veil is still 
upon men’s hearts. Luke 24 says that Moses, all the prophets, and 
all the Scriptures speak of the Lord Jesus Christ, of His sufferings, 
and of His glory. How thankful we should be that, in spite of the 
blindness of the nation of Israel, the Lord is willing to save anyone 
who will trust in Him, whether Jew or Gentile. We should also thank 
the Lord that someday that veil shall be taken away, and Israel shall 
finally say from the heart, “Blessed is He that cometh in the name 
of the Lord.” 
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opportunity Bee doing in a small chorus. After all 
these years I well remember a portion of one spe- 
cial number that we sang. The anthem was about 
the death of King Saul, and the portion I remem- 
ber is as follows: “And the battle went sore, went 
sore against Saul; and the battle went sore against 
Saul.” 


I was reminded of that chorus again a few days ago when 
reading my devotions from the last chapter of I Samuel. There we 
read that the Philistines fought against Israel, and three of Saul’s 
sons were slain in the battle. Then it mentions that the battle did 
indeed go sore against Saul and that he was severely wounded by 
the archers which resulted in. his death. This terrible defeat took 
place in Mount Gilboa. 


On my visit to Israel, I took a tour bus from Jerusalem to the 
Sea of Galilee. After we passed through some lesser-known places, 
we entered and passed through the valley of Sharon and also the 
valley of Jezreel. I could not help but think of the great contrast 
between Gideon and King Saul as the guide pointed out the places 
where they fought their respective battles. King Saul, head and 
shoulders above all in his tribe, went down in utter defeat in spite 
of his great ability and power. He actually committed suicide after 
being wounded in the battle. No wonder David later proclaimed, 
‘How are the mighty fallen.” Saul told the truth when, at an earlier 
time, he had said, “Behold, I have played the fool and have erred 
exceedingly.” 
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Not so with Gideon. That little band of three hundred men, 
following the orders of an omniscient God, put an entire army of 
Midianites to rout. The hand of God that was upon Gideon to bless 
and use him had departed from mighty King Saul. Concerning Saul 
and Israel, the Bible says that God “‘gave them a king in his anger, 
and took him away in his wrath.” I would rather be a humble sheep 
in God’s pasture and have the assurance that “goodness and mercy 
shall follow me all the days of my life; and I will dwell in the house 
of the Lord forever.” 
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re SU. with, but as you 
travel and make a stop or two you begin to introduce 
yourself and get to know at least two or three others. 


I was taking a most interesting bus tour from Tel Aviv to the 
northern part of Israel. It was a two-day tour, and we were to spend 
the night in a fairly new hotel on a high hill overlooking the city of 
Tiberias and the Sea of Galilee. 


I met a Jewish man who was also traveling alone. I found out 
that during World War II, his father, mother, one sister, and two 
brothers were all killed under Hitler’s torturous regime. He had 
escaped, moved to Canada, married, and lived there. He still had 
one sister who lived in England. He had visited her and now wanted 
to take a trip to the land of Israel. I felt sorry for him and could tell 
that his heart was greatly troubled. 


I knew that rooms would be assigned that night on a double-oc- 
cupancy basis. I began to pray that the director of the tour would 
put us in the same room. I had with me some advertising material 
that presented not only historical facts about Israel but also much 
scriptural truth. We arrived at the hotel, and room assignments were 
called. God answered my prayer, and I was placed in the room with 
my Jewish friend. 


After we went to the room and got settled in, I excused myself, 
saying that I wanted to walk around a little while outside. I said, 
“By the way, here is some very good material you might like to 
look at while I am gone.” It was getting close to dark, and there was 
very little space to walk, but I stayed away long enough for him to 
read the material. Then I returned to the room. 
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He had become very friendly, so I felt that I could talk with him 
about salvation. After more than an hour I could come only to this 
conclusion: he not only hated Hitler (which was not hard to under- 
stand), but he also hated the Lord Jesus Christ (which, humanly 
speaking, was impossible to understand). I greatly sympathized 
with him about the tragic deaths of his loved ones, and I tried my 
best to tell him of the Savior’s love and compassion. He seemed to 
have a built-in hatred for the name of Jesus Christ. 


He got off the bus before we reached my destination the next 
day. | gave him a good, firm handshake and assured him of my 
prayers. Upon my return to New York, I met with a group of 
Christians, all Jewish people, and requested that they also pray for 
that dear man. I would like to see him in heaven some day, but such 
hatred for the Lord Jesus must first turn to simple trust and faith. 
Paul hated the Savior, too, until that journey to Damascus. And we 
hated Him until the Lord brought conviction and changed our 
hearts. 
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have had an appointment that he had to meet. I 
do not know. I do know that I can judge the whole 
system of such confessions in the light of the Scriptures. 


I was visiting the Church of Saint Paul Without the Wall near 
Rome one day. Inside the confessional booth was a young lady. I 
could not hear what was being said, but I understood that she was 
confessing some sin to the priest. 


Standing close to the booth was a man, apparently waiting his 
turn to do the same. He was nicely dressed and looked as though 
he could have been a young businessman. While I was standing 
there, the lady finished and walked out of the booth. 


Just as the man started into the booth to confess, the priest 
started to walk out. The priest looked up, saw the man, took a quick 
glance at his watch, shook his head toward the man who wanted to 
confess his sins, and walked on out of the church. The businessman 
seemed to be sad and disappointed, but there was nothing else for 
him to do but turn and walk away with a heavy heart. 


I felt bad that I could not speak Italian; I could have talked with 
the man and told him how to be saved. I could have told him that 
no human priest can forgive sins, but the blood of Jesus Christ could 
cleanse his heart and make him clean. 


One of the teachings of the Roman Catholic church is that of 
having a ‘“‘body of priests who link God and man in a special way. 
. These priests are set aside by the bishops, who are the direct 
successors of the Apostles.” However, not one writer of the New 
Testament speaks of a priestly work in the church to be performed 
by men. And no man, pope, preacher, priest, or anyone else can be 
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a link between God and man except the Lord Jesus Christ. “For 
there is one God, and one mediator between God and men, the man 
Christ Jesus” (I Tim. 2:5). 


My wife and I were traveling by train from Karlsruhe, Germany, 
to Amsterdam when a young man who lived in Amsterdam sat down 
in the compartment we were in. He was cordial, friendly, and 
helpful, and I had an opportunity to witness to him, a Roman 
Catholic. I will never forget the surprised look on his face when I 
mentioned to him that there was no place in the Scriptures of the 
New Testament for any such thing as priests. It is sad that millions 
of people are trusting a religious system that is built on priests, 
bishops, and popes, when everything connected with such positions 
is contrary to the holy Word of God. Yet the Catholic church has 
the audacity to teach that “‘it is impossible for error to creep into 
the teachings and doctrines of the Roman Catholic church.” Error 
does not have to creep in. Error is the very foundation of the whole 
system. 
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you began to see »e churchyards filled with all kinds 
of vehicles. 


While speaking at a camp in Alaska, I noticed that one or two 
of the children were brought to camp by plane. Their father brought 
them in the morning and picked them up in the afternoon. He landed 
and took off from a lake that bordered the campgrounds. 


In Hong Kong I preached in a church where everyone who 
attended had to travel by boat. Bill Kincaid was a missionary who 
lived in the city but who had to have a boat to get to his church. It 
was a very nice church, with benches for seating well over one 
hundred people, with a pulpit, a piano, and all you would expect to 
find in a regular church. We had about eighty-five young people 
there for a special service on a Saturday night. The church was 
located out in the harbor, perhaps four or five miles from where he 
kept his boat. I did notice that they had no playground. 


While in Hong Kong I preached in another church in a rather 
unusual location. It was located in a high-rise office building and 
you had to take the elevator to the fifteenth floor in order to go to 
church. They had no playground there either. 
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[ will never forget the first time saw Pearl Harbor. 


My wife and I had been married less than one year when the 
announcement came from President Roosevelt that we were at war 
with Japan. I was holding special services in a mission in the city 
of New York. We had conducted an afternoon service and were 
driving to the apartment of the pastor of the mission church. His wife 
was riding with us in the car when the announcement came over the 
car radio. I remember how she exclaimed, “Oh, Lord, spare my sons. 
They will both have to go to war!” 


The next Saturday Dorothy and I were driving right through the 
main thoroughfare of Harlem when they had their first air raid alert. 
That is one time I did not have to use any undue pressure to get my 
wife to sit close to my side! She got as close as she could, and we 
made our way out as fast as possible. 


I have visited the Pearl Harbor site in Hawaii twice since that 
day. I was preaching for Pastor Luther Sanders, and he took me with 
him to visit the Arizona Memorial where more than eleven hundred 
men are still buried in one of the many vessels that were sunk on 
that Sunday morning, December 7, 1941. 


Luther Sanders had been in the Navy, and his ship was sched- 
uled to arrive in the harbor the Saturday night before the attack. 
However, when his ship was still a few miles out, the sea became 
rather rough. Since there was no special time schedule they had to 
meet, the commander of the ship decided to let down the anchors, 
spend the night out there, and come in the next morning. Thus, 
Luther’s ship was not destroyed. And Luther knew that he would 
very likely have been numbered among the dead. Instead God 
called him to preach, and for many years he pastored a church very 
close to Pearl Harbor. 
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1e director of a mis- 
sion board, I buaned the abnor. of mission- 
aries, knowing all the while that it is easier to tell 
missionaries what they ought to be than to be a 
missionary yourself. 


Here are the qualities I outlined: 


Personal Knowledge of the Lord. Only after Paul saw the Lord 
did he have a missionary mind. The same is true with Jeremiah and 
others. “Follow me and I will make you fishers of men,” Jesus said. 
Our work has to be “‘of the Lord” (I Cor. 15:58), for without Him 
we can do nothing. 


Thorough Knowledge of the Word of God. This is not just a 
technical knowledge but is a workable, solid, practical knowledge 
of the Word. Some may not have the ability to be a great Bible 
teacher, but they know the Word and use it in winning the lost. They 
can handle “the sword of the eee which is the word of God” 
(Eph. 6:17). 


Soundness in Doctrine. Christians have to combat false relig- 
ions to which millions of people adhere. Unless a person is estab- 
lished and grounded in sound doctrines of the Scriptures, he can 
easily be deceived into compromising his position as a separated 
preacher of the Gospel. 


Proper Education. Never discount the truth of I Corinthians 
1:19-29: we should have the right education. God does not put a 
premium on ignorance; neither will He bless the message of the 
“high-minded experts.” Christians must take advantage of the 
opportunities for proper training if they are to be usable in the 
service of the Lord. 
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Experience in Christian Work. Preaching, teaching Sunday 
school classes, and developing talents before going to the field 
make a missionary a better worker upon arrival. 


Conviction of God’s Call. Such a call may come suddenly or 
over a period of time. God works through different channels to get 
a yielded heart, but the conviction of a call should be a heart-felt 
conviction. Going to the mission field should not be done on a trial 
basis. 

Adaptability. Endeavor to fit into different situations, but never 
compromise in doing so. Learning the language must be the number 
one priority. Continued improper use of the language is one of the 
greatest hindrances to missionary work. 


The Missionary Spirit. \t is difficult to describe this charac- 
teristic. Some have it, and some do not. It is a spirit of selfless 
compassion, and there is no substitute for it. 
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July 


It goes to. 
ways have the roe answers. 


On a Sunday night following the service in Marion, Ohio, I 
noticed that my headlights were getting dim. Early Monday morn- 
ing I took my car to the Pontiac garage to have it checked out. 


While recharging the battery, the mechanic checked the car over 
and thought it must be the alternator. But after putting a new one 
on he found that the problem was still there. At least he was honest; 
he put the old one back on and let me leave with a newly-charged 
battery. 


I drove down through Ohio and Kentucky and pulled off the 
highway in a small town north of Knoxville, Tennessee. When I 
slowed down, the car completely stopped. I asked at a filling station 
where I could find a good mechanic and the man pointed across the 
highway and up a hill to a garage. I walked up there and had the 
fellow tow my car to the garage to find the trouble. He put my 
battery on a charger and started to check. 


He felt sure that it was the alternator; he replaced it with a new 
one—but the trouble was still there. He could not find the problem; 
so he charged the battery and assured me that if I did not use the 
headlights or blow the horn I could make it home without trouble, 
and I did. I planned to take it to the Pontiac place in a day or so and 
just leave it until the real trouble could be found. 


I needed to go by my friend Dave Versnick’s place to see him 
about something. I had no intention of asking him to check the car, 
though I knew he was a good mechanic at Bob Jones University, 
especially in electronics. While talking with Dave, I just mentioned 
to him the trouble I’d had and told him what I intended to do. He 
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suggested we take a quick look under the hood. He took the wire 
that led from the alternator back toward the panel, gave a slight pull 
on the wire, and a loose end came toward him. He said, “There’s 
your trouble.” In less than five minutes he not only found the trouble 
but fixed it, and it never bothered me again. 


Expert mechanics in two different garages who were supposed 
to “know their stuff” failed to find a simple thing like a loose wire. 
Dave found it in no time at all. Of course Dave was a well-trained 
mechanic with much experience, but the others were supposed to 
be also. 


We have preachers in pulpits of large churches who do not 
always know and preach the right message. I remember once when 
I was asked to preach in a very large church. They were not used 
to the preacher calling for people to come forward to be saved, but 
I did not know any better than to call for mourners to come to Jesus 
for salvation. One did come that morning. The pastor brought him 
to me and asked me to talk with him because he said he did not 
know what to say to the fellow. How tragic! He was pastoring a 
large church and did not know how to tell a sinner the way of 
salvation. 


I always like what Dr. Bob Jones, Sr., so often said: “I would 
rather hear a person say ‘I seen something’ if he really had seen 
something, than to hear him say ‘I saw something’ if he had not 
seen anything.” Some so-called “know-it-alls” know very little 
sometimes. 


It reminds me of a story Tom Anderson told: 


The newly hired traveling salesman wrote his 
first sales report to the home office. It stunned the 
brass in the sales department, for here is what he 
had written: 


“T seen this outfit which aint never brought 
a dimes worth of nothing from us and I sole them 
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a cuple hundred thousand dollars of guds. I am 
now going to Chicawgo.” 


But before the illiterate itinerate could be 
given the heaveho by the sales manager, along 
came another letter: 


, 


“I cum here un sole them haff a millyon.’ 


Fearful if he did, and fearful if he did not fire 
the illiterate peddler, the sales manger decided to 
dump the problem in the lap of the President. 


The following morning, the members of Ivory 
Tower were flabbergasted to see the two letters 
posted on the bulletin board and this letter from 
the President tacked up: 


“We ben spending two much time trying two 
spel instid of trying to sel. Let's watch those sales, 
I want everbudy should read these leters from 
Booch who is on the rode doin a grate job for us, 
un you shoud go out and do lak he done.” 
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January 


He was a great preacher a great heart. 

From 1953 through 1979, I was a member of the administrative 
conference at Bob Jones University. That conference consisted of 
members of the administration and many others who had close 
association with the students. We met every morning, five days a 
week, to discuss all phases of the University. One of my duties as 
Director of Religious Activities was to keep a record of who was 
speaking at chapel and Sunday morning services and to correspond 
with visiting speakers. 


When Dr. Jones, Sr., was on campus and was still able to do so, 
there was no question about who would be speaking. He was always 
ready and willing. That chapel platform belonged to him, and he 
felt perfectly at home performing his duty as the chapel speaker. I 
was not in charge of the chapel speakers, but I had to be sure 
someone was there to speak when neither he nor Dr. Jones, Jr., 
happened to be there. 


[t was a sad time for everyone when we began to realize that Dr. 
Bob was no longer physically able to fill that position. Dr. Bob 
Jones, Jr., was preaching more and more, and his father was 
preaching less and less. But for a while that made it hard for 
everyone, especially Dr. Jones, Jr., because his father still wanted 
to preach. 


One day the administrative conference was meeting and Dr. 
Bob, Sr., walked in. He looked over the group and asked who was 
in charge of chapel. For a few moments there was no reply, for in 
reality none of us were in charge of chapel. Yet I knew that Dr. Bob 
had to have an answer, and I knew that I was the only one there who 
should give that answer. So I said, ““Well, Dr. Bob, I correlate the 
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speakers.”’ Without a second’s pause hé said, “Well, you correlate 
me in there.” 


I understand that after he was hospitalized, he would often put 
on his hat or ask for his shoes so he could go to preach. Dr. Bob 
started preaching when he was thirteen, and he never grew weary 
of telling souls about his Savior. Thank God for a son and grandson 
who have followed in his footsteps. 
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eae no excuse vies me to make for forgetting to ful- 
fill my obligation. Now I am older and have plenty 
of time, but do not have the obligation to fulfill. I 
sort of feel like the fellow who said he knew when 
he was getting old. It was when he had all the an- 
swers, but no one asked him any questions! 


For many years now, one of the outstanding features produced 
on Bob Jones University campus has been the Sunday afternoon 
Vespers program. It is always an inspirational program produced 
by the fine arts departments of speech and music. After the Univer- 
sity increased in the number of students, the program began to be 
performed twice to accommodate the students and visitors. The 
program lasts for about an hour and begins at 2:30 and 4:00 each 
Sunday. 


About fifteen or twenty minutes into each program, a short time 
is given for announcements and an offering. For twenty-six years 
it was my responsibility to see that someone was backstage to make 
those announcements. Many times the ones who preached and 
presided for the morning services would do the announcing for the 
afternoon program. Since I presided most of the time, I often took 
the offering for one Vespers program and had someone else take it 
for the other one. On two or three rare occasions when it was not 
convenient to get a second person I appeared at both Vespers to 
make the announcements and take the offering. 


This one particular Sunday it fell my lot to announce for both 
times. After doing my duty for the first one, I drove home to spend 
a few minutes before returning for the second. Some few minutes 
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after 4:00 my wife stepped into the living room where I was calmly 
sitting and reading. She said, ““Were you not supposed to announce 
for Vespers?” It had completely slipped my mind until that moment. 

We usually walked out onto the stage from where the fellows 
operated the curtains, but for this Sunday we were to walk in from 
the other side. No one was over there to see that I was not there, 
and since I did it properly for the first, they thought everything was 
in perfect order for the second. 


When I realized I had forgotten, I jumped in my car and headed 
toward the auditorium. I knew a short cut where I could park close 
to a back basement door, run up a flight of stairs, and get to my 
proper place. I remembered the song that a chorus had sung just 
before the offering was to be taken. I made it to the stairs and 
backstage and heard the chorus singing that number. But by that 
time I was just about out of breath. I knew if they were singing the 
last verse, I would have very little breath left when I went out on 
the stage. I stood in my place hoping and praying that they had at 
least one more verse to sing. 


My heart was beating fast. What if I had not made it? I never 
could have lived it down, and I would have been very embarrassed. 
Someone from backstage would have finally had to appear, make 
an excuse for me, and take up the offering. I did make it but was 
standing there out of breath, hoping I would have a few more 
moments to “recuperate.” Great relief came when I heard the 
chorus begin another stanza of the song. When they finished I 
walked out as though I had been patiently waiting for them to finish. 
That day I felt no real need for any announcements, just prayer and 
the offering. I had them stand and pray the Lord’s Prayer. I thought 
they could do most of the praying while I still caught my breath and 
collected my thoughts. 
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January n 


I had preaghad for the Sun. ay Nigh 

Tri-City Baptist Church, Tempe, reas My wife 
and I were spending the night in the home of a 
nice young couple, members of the church. In the 
bathroom, instead of a bar of soap in a dish, there 
was a canister—and all you had to do was press 
on the top and soap would come out in your hand. 


We left Tempe the next day heading for home. I caught myself 
stopping at the first shopping mall we came to. My wife went 
looking for that liquid soap. 


We made a lunch stop at some place, and I decided to take a 
walk while she looked again for liquid soap. I briefly stepped into 
a little store and saw the soap she was looking for. I hurriedly bought 
it and put it in the trunk of the car where she would not see it. Her 
birthday was coming up so I thought I would surprise her. She did 
not happen to visit the store where I had been; I felt perfectly safe. 


Dorothy was determined to find some before we got home; so 
we must have stopped at a dozen places just to look for liquid soap. 
I would go in with her and pretend to be looking, all the time praying 
that she would not find any. She could not understand why none of 
the places stocked such a wonderful item as liquid soap. It was hard 
for me to keep a straight face, but I tried to be sympathetic with her 
and assured her that we would no doubt find some somewhere along 
the way. But we did not. You can imagine the surprise on her face 
when she opened a package of liquid soap on February 14, her 
birthday, and her expression when she realized how much “‘look- 
ing” I had done in all those malls. 
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Febru 


As much as Dr, Jones, Jr, has traveled and 
preached all over the world, | am surprised that he 
is able to keep his schedule straightened out. I re- 
member once when there was a mix-up concerning 
a date for a weekend meeting in Springfield, Mis- 
sourt. 


Dr. Jones had thought the pastor had not made the plans definite 
when the pastor scheduled him for the services on Friday night 
through Sunday night. The mistake was discovered through a 
telephone call from the pastor just a day or so before the meetings 
were to be held. 


By that time Dr. Jones had made other plans and could not go. 
He checked with someone else, and he could not make it either. So 
the duty fell to me, and we planned accordingly. In order to make 
the schedule, it was arranged for the University plane to fly me to 
Atlanta where I would take a plane for Springfield. 


The entire area had had a snow and ice storm, but | was supposed 
to arrive in plenty of time. However, when the plane flew into 
Springfield, the fog was so heavy that the pilot decided against 
landing and flew on toward Joplin, Missouri. Of course I began to 
doubt that I would have any opportunity whatsoever of making it 
back to Springfield in time for Friday night’s service. | would have 
to rent a car, drive none too fast because of slippery conditions, and 
then try to find the church after arriving. There was nothing I could 
do but wait until we got to the Joplin airport to see what could be 
done. 


The plane slowly descended toward the airport, but it was so 
foggy that the first time over the pilot would not land. He announced 
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that he would fly over once more but might have to go to an airport 
still farther away. That time he kept inching down lower and lower 
until he felt safe to land. I followed others to the ticket office to see 
what could be done. 


Just ahead of me was a loudmouthed fellow who was fussing 
about everything. The man behind the counter tried to be kind and 
helpful, but the fellow just talked to him in an awful manner as 
though he was to be blamed. Finally the man walked away, and it 
was my turn. I tried to speak as kindly as possible. I mentioned that 
I was a preacher and was supposed to be in a service at a church in 
Springfield. I inquired as to the distance and about the possibility 
of renting a car. 


About that time a young man came up to me who had heard the 
conversation. He said he and his wife and little baby lived in 
Springfield, and they had just rented a car and were planning to 
leave. He said I was welcome to ride with them. What a relief. The 
wife sat with the little one in the back seat and I sat up front with 
the driver. They were a kind couple, but I found out they were not 
saved. I had an opportunity to witness to them and encourage them 
to attend a church that they knew of that was close to where they 
lived. 


The man was a very careful driver, and he knew the location of 
the church where I was to speak. In fact he went out of his way and 
let me off right in front of the church. I was about forty-five minutes 
late, but I heard some singing. I carefully walked across an ice-cov- 
ered parking lot, entered the church, and headed up toward the 
platform. The pastor gave me a big welcome, and as soon as that 
song was sung he introduced me as the speaker. He was planning 
to preach himself until I walked in the door. I thanked the Lord for 
helping me to make such good connections. 
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| st ? at the Lord 
had answered this poor precener SS prayer. 


One of the nicest cars I ever owned was a Lincoln Continental. 
I bought it used and paid a little over $2000 for it. But it was well 
equipped, and it served us well. 


It developed a problem that was not terribly bothersome, but I 
could not find anyone who could locate the trouble and fix it. When 
the car was running, the motor would suddenly stop running. I 
would have to pull off the road, stop, and hit the starter. It usually 
would start again immediately. Everyone who checked it agreed 
that it was an electrical problem, but no one knew the solution. 


I was driving from Greenville, South Carolina, to a speaking 
engagement in West Virginia. The car stopped on me just below 
Charlotte, but it started again quickly as it usually did. Just beyond 
Mount Airy, North Carolina, it stopped again. I knew if that kept 
up, I would be late for the service. On the side of the road, I bowed 
my head and asked the Lord to help me find a mechanic in Mount 
Airy who could fix this problem once and for all. 


At an auto parts place, the manager recommended the best 
electrical mechanic that he knew. It was about lunch time, but the 
fellow at the garage checked everything he knew to check. 


‘Everything looks to be in good shape,” he said. He reached up 
and took hold of the hood to lower it into place. 


I remembered my prayer but said nothing to the mechanic. At 
that moment, another mechanic returned from his lunch break. 


‘“‘What’s the trouble?”’ he asked. The other mechanic and I 
explained to him what kept happening. He listened and nodded. 
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Then he went to the front, reached in toward the back, and pulled 
out a wire with a fuse on the end. 


“Here’s the problem,” he said. “This fuse was put in upside- 
down.” 


In less than two minutes the problem was fixed. I arrived in time 
for the service—with praise and thanksgiving in my heart. 
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lope Hills, Rohe Mountains, and Rattlesnake 
Range. When you drive through the state you can- 
not help but notice the long stretches of highways 
with almost nothing in sight but cattle ranges. One 
morning I left a place where I had held meetings 
and headed east for home. I drove many, many 
miles before I saw the first tree. 


While traveling some of those northwestern states I often won- 
dered just what you would do if you had serious car trouble several 
miles from anyone who could help. I found out one day. It finally 
happened to me and two other preachers on a highway in the central 
part of Wyoming. 


Wally Higgins lived in Rock Springs. He was the director of the 
Northwest Baptist Mission, helping to get missionary churches 
started, mostly in Mormon territory. I was with him for a few days, 
and he asked me to go with him to Gillette, which was many miles 
away toward the northeastern part of the state. We would be 
attending a Bible conference where Ed Nelson and one or two 
others would be speaking. We would pick up a preacher by the name 
of Springstead on the way and take him with us. 


Things were going well as we passed through a fairly nice town 
and headed toward the next one, perhaps fifty or sixty miles distant. 
Just a little over halfway to the next town, the car’s universal joint 
went out on us. Wally managed to pull the car well off the road and 
Springstead got under the car to see if it could be remedied. He 
found that we were stopped for good. 
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There was hardly any traffic on the road and things looked 
hopeless. Not a house was in sight. All we could do was to sit and 
wait and hope. I do not know about the other two, but I did some 
real praying! After about an hour of sitting there, a lady came by 
driving a pickup truck and stopped. In talking with her we found 
out that she lived two or three miles from where we were stopped. 
She was willing for Preacher Springstead to go with her to her home 
and use the phone to call for help. 


He talked with the Chevrolet place in both towns, the one ahead 
and the one we had recently come through. He felt the latter would 
be better for service; so the lady brought him back to our car, and 
we waited for the wrecker to come for us. There was room in the 
cab for only two people besides the driver, so I sat in the back part 
of the wrecker and counted hundreds of antelope grazing along the 
roadside as we pulled the car back to town. 


We did get it fixed and made it into Gillette late that night. We 
missed the first service but enjoyed the rest of the conference for 
the next couple of days. I am sure there are many who have had 
worse experiences than this, but I finally found out what it is like 
to have car trouble in the “‘land of nowhere.” 


176 


Part Three: Above AIl That We Ask or Think 


inished her 
first year of academic. Phin at Bob Jones Uni- 
versity. She planned to study nursing at Greenville 
Technical College for the next couple of years, 
then return to Bob Jones University to get her de- 
gree. Knowing she would need to drive to school 
each day, I began looking for a good used car that 
she could use for those two years. 


I heard of a Volkswagen Beetle for sale. I found that yellow 
“bug” to be in fairly good shape and thought I could invest in it for 
the next two years. I knew that VWs held their resale value fairly 
well; so I planned to sell it as soon as her study at the school had 
ended. 


When it came close to the time for her to graduate from the 
technical school, she approached me about keeping the “‘bug”’ for 
just one more year. In the meantime I had acquired another used 
car, an old and cheap one, just to help someone who had to sell it. 
But Katherine thought she could really use that little “bug” and 
wanted to keep it until she graduated. 


At that time she was seriously dating a young man whose last 
name was Karr. In a joking way I told my daughter that we had too 
many cars around already. She did not think that pun was very funny 
and still hoped I would change my mind, which I already had. And 
then I told her it was okay—we would keep it for “one more year”’; 
then I would sell it. 


Toward the end of that year she was not only graduating, but 
she and David Karr were also planning to be married. As we neared 
commencement, David’s parents approached me. They knew that 
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David would be working at one job, Katherine at another, and each 
would really need a car. David already had one, and his parents 
wanted to buy the VW that Katherine had been driving and then 
give it to them for a wedding present. 


I was glad to do that, but I knew that my so-called investment 
had just flown out the window. If his parents were going to give 
that car to them for my daughter to drive, I did not have the heart 
to charge as much for the car as I would have charged to someone 
else. So, after they were married, she was still driving that “yellow 
bug” to and from work. 


Finally David thought he should get another vehicle for his wife 
to drive. Guess what happened to that yellow VW? Mr. Don Karr, 
David’s father, bought it back from them and began driving it back 
and forth to his work. So as of this writing that little car is still in 
the family. I’m afraid to ask Don how much he would sell it for. He 
might want me to buy it! 
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traveled up renee 81 oan ae Shenandoah 
Valley of Virginia. It is a beautiful drive, one of my 
wife's favorites. The valley lies between the Blue 
Ridge Mountains to the immediate right of the in- 
terstate, with parts of the Appalachian and Shenan- 
doah Mountains farther to the left. We prefer that 
route to the Skyline Drive which skirts the top of 
the Blue Ridge. 


One night my wife and I stopped at a motel just south of 
Roanoke. The next morning we saw what looked like a good place 
to get some breakfast; so we pulled in to eat. I could not help but 
notice a big sign out front which read, “Discount to Seniors.” At 
that time I was perhaps just past the age to get a discount. 


I never felt at ease in asking for senior discounts. If it is offered 
or if I have a card that shows my age, I don’t mind, but to simply 
ask for the discount goes against the grain with me. However, that 
morning I felt I would ask, since the sign out front was so plain and 
definite. So, as I went to pay my bill, I told my wife that I would 
mention to the lady that I would appreciate the senior discount. 
When I was handed the bill, I noticed that she had already taken the 
discount off the total price. 


When we got in the car to leave I said to Dorothy, ““Well, what 
do you know about that? She didn’t even give me a chance to tell 
her! I wish she would have given me the benefit of the doubt and 
at least asked me! I feel like going back to the table and picking up 
the nice tip that I left for the gal.” 
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And so it goes. We have laughed about that incident more than 
once. It is not a laughing matter anymore. I fit perfectly the 
description of a man that I read about in my devotions just two days 
ago. It is recorded in H Samuel 19:32, ““Now Barzillai was a very 
aged man, even fourscore years old... .” 
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WSAY din, aS a mis- 
sionary for some time and had established a 
church there. Arrangements had been made for me 
to speak in his church one Sunday while I was visit- 
ing mission fields of Europe and he was back in 

the United States. 


Bonikowsky arranged for Bill Spinks to meet me at the train 
station and to put me up for the weekend. He also said that in case 
of a mishap—in other words, if no one came to meet me—there 
was an English-speaking man who worked in an office in the train 
depot who would be acquainted with the place where the Spinkses 
lived. He said it was a well-known farm of some well-to-do Span- 
iard. Bill Spinks was renting the place during that time. 


Bill Spinks knew the approximate time of my coming, but he 
was waiting to receive final word as to the exact schedule. Several 
days before my scheduled arrival, I sent him the proper information. 
I pulied into the train station of Irun and found it much larger than 
what I had expected. Dozens of people were going through the 
station, but no one approached me. Finally the crowd dwindled 
down to just a few. I stood right in the center with my suitcase and 
bag, but no one approached. After several minutes of waiting, I 
decided I should hunt up my English-speaking friend. 


I found the gentleman very kind and helpful. He said he did not 
recognize the name of the farm but he was sure a taxi driver would 
know the location. He finished his work and while I stood on the 
side, he went over to engage a taxi for me. But I noticed that he 
would talk with one driver, then another, then a whole group of 
them, and all I could see were some heads shaking in a negative 
fashion. The man came and told me that none of them knew about 
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such a place. One of them, he said, had volunteered to take me and 
inquire along the countryside to try to find it. J knew nothing else 
to do but accept such arrangements. 


We started out, and his charge meter began ticking. We would 
drive a short distance, and he would get out and ask someone if he 
knew of such a place. I would see the person’s head shake from 
right to left and see the charge meter ticking away! That must have 
happened at least a half-dozen times while I waited, watched, and 
prayed. 


Finally, the driver saw a fellow standing by his barn. I saw the 
fellow pointing and giving directions, so I felt we had some hope. 
In a few moments we pulled up into a driveway, and Mrs. Spinks 
and two young girls ran out to greet us. I paid the driver, said 
something like “Mucho gracious” to him, and he was on his way. 


I was welcomed into the home. Then I found out that they had 
not received my letter. Mr. Spinks had to be away that day, but he 
made his wife promise that she would not leave home in case that 
should be the day that I would arrive. Bill returned home later that 
night. 


The taxi fare really was not all that bad. In fact, Mrs. Spinks told 
me that it was little more than the fare would have been if he had 
come directly to their place. The Lord knew my needs and helped 
the driver find the right man to give the proper directions. 
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Bill and Neva McMullin were missionaries for a while in Metz, 
France. My plans were to go to Metz from Monte Carlo. Knowing 
the McMullin residence had no phone, I sent a telegram from Monte 
Carlo. I said that I would arrive Friday morning on a certain train 
at 7:29. 


My train schedule looked perfect, for a change. I had a short 
ride from Monte Carlo to Nice; then I had a good reservation for 
an all-night trip from Nice to Metz. I expected no trouble at all. 
However, the train to Nice traveled very slowly, even stopping a 
time or two on the way. I knew something was wrong. Someone 
finally explained to me that another train ahead of us had collided 
with a truck; we would be late in arriving. The express train left 
before I arrived. 


There was no way I could notify the McMullins. I took the first 
train I could get. It took me to Dijon, where I had a layover for 
almost three hours. I did have a good opportunity to witness to a 
Jewish man the last few miles on that trip. Finally I took another 
train that put me in Metz at 11:03 A.M. There was nothing I could 
do but take a taxi to the home of Bill McMullin. 


Bill and Neva told me they had been to the station twice trying 
to find me. The telegram had said 1:29 A.M., but no train was 
scheduled in at that time. They checked the board and noticed that 
one was scheduled for 7:29. Neva had taught French at Bob Jones 
Academy before she married and went to the mission field. She 
figured out that I meant 7:29 instead of 1:29. I had put the number 
7 as we write it in English, but in French it looks more like a / (it 
needs a little dash through it to be a 7). Bill and Neva returned to 
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the station at the proper time, but of course I had missed the train 
and was not there to be met. 


I spoke at a children’s service that night. Saturday, Bill and I 
visited a French pastor who knew the Lord and preached the gospel. 
He told us that there were at least 35,000 cities and towns in France 
without any real gospel witness. Sunday I preached in a nearby 
church where Bill and Neva were working with the pastor. The 
store-front church was filled. In the service was a Navy man, a 
former student from Bob Jones University. His ship had come into 
port there, and he had just wandered around looking for a church, 
had seen this one, and had come in for the service. He was surprised 
to find that I was to be the speaker that morning. 


Sunday night I saw Neva working away in the kitchen. She 
informed me that she was making a coffee cake, one like they make 
at Bob Jones University. She said we would have it for breakfast 
Monday morning before they took me to catch a train for Munich, 
Germany. | felt right at home. 
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I had been in correspondence with a missionary, Carlos Feri- 
ante, and was now coming to visit him. He and his wife were living 
in Manziana, Italy, about forty miles from the city of Rome. I left 
Vicenza late in the morning and changed in the city of Padova to a 
train for Rome. Everything seemed to be working just right. 


For some reason that train stopped a time or two and just poked 
along into Florence, going slowly from Florence on into Rome. I 
knew I was going to be at least an hour late and perhaps more. I 
also knew that hundreds of people would be entering and exiting 
trains in Rome at that late afternoon hour. I had never seen Mr. 
Feriante, and he had never seen me. He had written me that they 
had no phone. 


When I got off the train in Rome, the platforms were crowded 
with passengers, hundreds going in my direction and hundreds 
coming in the opposite direction. But before I got into the station, 
I noticed a man with a pasteboard sign hanging from his neck. I 
could hardly believe my eyes: I read the big letters -LEWIS. It did 
not take me long to let him know that I was the fellow he was 
looking for, and that I was very glad to see him! 


Since then, I like to have some idea of what a person looks like 
before I’m to meet him. Otherwise I may find myself in the position 
of one preacher who was to meet another preacher at the airport, 
having no idea what he looked like. He saw a stranger and slowly 
approached him and said, “Are you a Christian?” The stranger said, 
“No, I’m not a Christian. It’s my indigestion that makes me look 
like this.”’ 


185 


FROM THIS HIGH HILL 


August 


As an evang list and mission oan rector I have 
never had any need to spend extra time or money 
for vacations. 


I had an invitation to preach for missionary Ken Watkins in 
Stavanger, Norway. Following the services on Sunday, we were to 
travel from Stavanger to Bergen, and from Bergen I would take one 
of the most famous train rides in all the world: the long trip over 
the mountains from Bergen to Oslo. 


From Stavanger we all traveled by car—Ken and his wife, his 
three little girls, and me. Since there was no direct route along the 
coast, we had to take three different ferries in order to get to Bergen. 
I paid my fare for the ferry rides and also bought some gas, but Ken 
would take no money for the treats his wife had prepared for me. 
They tasted very good on that second ferry ride. 


The trip from Bergen to Olso was over three hundred miles. 
Before leaving for Oslo by train I bought some cheese, bread, 
candy, and bananas (Mrs. Watkins added some crackers and plums) 
to eat along the way. I also bought a can of Stavanger sardines. After 
passing by some beautiful fjords, we began to climb higher and 
higher into the snow-covered mountains. 


Because of the deep winter snows, we traveled through a great 
many tunnels, called snow sheds, and by snow fences. One stop we 
made was in Finse, Norway, where the famous skater, Sonja Henie, 
did most of her practice skating. This was at the highest peak along 
the route. 


Because of the work that the Lord has called me to do, I have 
been wonderfully blessed in seeing many places of interest through 
necessary travels. When I answered the call to preach in south 
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Alabama, I thought perhaps it would be in some country church 
somewhere, and that would have been fine with me. Instead I have 
had the pleasure of traveling in all of these fifty states of our 
beautiful country and around the world a couple of times, visiting 
and speaking in many different countries. The Lord has been so 
good and has blessed me and my family more than we could ever 
deserve. 
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: ectutiful 
St. a ene . OC in Wonne Austria. As in 
most cathedrals, there was a stairway leading to 
the pulpit area where the Roman Catholic bishop 
would stand to speak. The stairway in St. Stephen's 
was different from any I had ever seen. 


Along the stairway was a railing elaborately decorated with 
carvings of frogs and salamanders. The missionary explained to me 
the meaning of the carvings. The frogs were carved in one direction 
and the salamanders in the opposite direction. All the frogs faced 
upwards, towards the pulpit. They represented “Error’’ and were 
pictured as trying to get error into the pulpit area of the cathedral. 
The salamanders, facing against them, represented “Truth,” and 
they were trying to keep error out of the pulpit. 


Right at the top of the railing was the carving of a large dog. 
The dog was there just to be doubly sure that Error did not make it 
to the top in case the salamanders, Truth, did not succeed in keeping 
the frogs out. 


Well over ninety percent of the Austrian people are Roman 
Catholic. According to the Word of God, the very foundation of 
Roman Catholicism is error. I am afraid we cannot blame the frogs 
for the error. All the salamanders and dogs of Austria could not 
prevail against the doctrinal errors of the Catholic church, doctrines 
such as the mass, confession to priests, prayers to God through 
Mary, the worship of Mary, and so on. Jesus said, “I am the way, 
the truth, and the life: no man cometh unto the Father, but by me” 
(John 14:6). 
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May 


the office staff and the wonderful soperanon from 
the GFA board. 


I remember that Sunday morning in May 1979. As the Director 
of Religious Activities at Bob Jones University, I was presiding at 
the Sunday morning service. Dr. Bob Jones, Jr., was to speak that 
morning and we were just ready to walk out on the platform. Dr. 
Jones looked at me and said, “I think you should be the director of 
the department of missions for Gospel Fellowship Association. 
Have you ever thought of that?” I quickly replied that I had not. We 
walked on out for the service, and nothing further was said. 


Dr. Jones was the chairman of the board of the Gospel Fellow- 
ship Association, which was looking for another director for the 
department of missions. I was a member of the executive board of 
GFA and was a member of the candidate committee for the mission. 
Two days following our brief conversation that Sunday morning, I 
received word that a special meeting of the executive board of GFA 
had been called. Nothing was said as to the nature of the meeting, 
but I had some inward fear that I knew what it would be about. And 
my inward fear proved to be true. Dr. Jones presented my name to 
the executive committee for me to be the new director of our 
mission board, and there was a unanimous decision for me to serve. 


Then it was up to me to accept or refuse. I loved the mission, 
and I loved the missionaries. The only thing that concerned me was 
taking on such a responsibility when I was approaching my sixty- 
fifth birthday. I said to the committee, ““You know how old I am.” 
Dr. Jones reminded me that most popes are chosen when they are 
old men! Hearing those words from his lips, I replied, ““When you 
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see the white smoke coming out of the chimney, you know I have 
accepted.” 


I did accept that position and assumed it in June 1979. In my 
heart I prayed that the Lord would give me at least ten good years 
of health and strength in order to fulfill the obligations before me. 
The Lord more than answered my prayer; He gave me eleven-and- 
one-half years before I retired from the work in the office. 
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it was the home here Jack Hay had previously 
lived in Palm Springs, California. 


I had preached the commissioning service for a couple near Los 
Angeles. The wife’s father was in the real estate business and had 
bought Jack Benny’s former house as a vacationing place for his 
family and friends. My wife and I were invited to spend two or three 
days there with the missionary couple, but they could not go until 
the second day. So they gave us a key, and we headed on up to Palm 
Springs with great anticipation. 


We found the house, and I went to the door to unlock the door. 
The key would not fit the front door, so I tried the back. No results. 
Our friends had given us the wrong key. All their good intentions 
did not get us into the house. We spent the night in a nearby motel. 


The right key is even more important in the spiritual realm. If 
you hope to get into heaven, you ought to be very sure that your 
key will unlock the door to eternal life. 


The mistake of our friends cost us only a little disappointment 
and the price of accommodations for one night. But what will it cost 
the person who depends on the wrong key to get him into heaven? 
The cost is too great to be calculated. “For what shall it profit a 
man, if he shall gain the whole world, and lose his own soul? Or 
what shall a man give in exchange for his soul?” (Mark 8:36-37). 


Many people are depending on the wrong key to get them into 
heaven. The key of good works and moral deeds will not unlock 
the door: ‘‘For by grace are ye saved through faith; and that not of 
yourselves: it is the gift of God; Not of works, lest any man should 
boast” (Eph. 2:8-9). Religion without Christ is no good. In fact, the 
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only key that will unlock the door to heaven is the key of personal 
faith in the Lord Jesus Christ. 


The way of salvation is made so clear in the Word of God that no 
one need be deceived or disappointed. Jesus said in John 14:6, “Iam 
the way, the truth, and the life: no man cometh unto the Father, but by 
me.” Jesus Christ is the key to the door of heaven. He said, “I am the 
door: by me if any man enter in, he shall be saved” (John 10:9). 
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Chiniwiag parents than to see aia dakar: grow 
up to be kind and honest, upright and upholding 
Christian principles. Such pleasures are magnified 
when the same characteristics can be seen in their 
children’s children. 


Most all grandfathers have heard the old joke, many times 
perhaps, about the two fellows traveling by train. They had met 
briefly before on a few occasions, but this time they had the time 
and opportunity for a lengthy conversation. In the midst of their 
conversation one of the grandfathers said to the other one, “Did I 
ever tell you about my grandchildren?” The other replied, “No, you 
never did, and you do not know how much I have appreciated that!” 


A friend of ours repeated something she had heard when her 
daughter, now grown and away from home, was just a baby. One 
day this mother was holding her baby and someone remarked, 
‘“‘When they are young, they will break your back; when they get 
older, they will break your heart.” Thank the Lord it does not have 
to be that way, but in reality that mother knows now what the 
woman was talking about. She did not mention it to us, but we had 
heard that the daughter was living a sinful life in a nearby city. 


My mother passed away when I was five years of age. As a 
youth I know I broke my father’s heart more than once. I am so glad 
that I got saved in time to show him in some little measure that I 
loved him and appreciated his love for me. He lived long enough 
to love and enjoy holding one of our two children. My wife’s mother 
lived long enough to enjoy both of them at least for a little while. I 
am in the midst of enjoying my five, and I hope that pleasure will 
last until the Lord returns. 
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April © 


And we must trust in Him hall things 


well.” 


APRIL 12, 1981—DEDICADO A LA GLORIA DE DIOS Y LA 
PROMOCION DEL EVANGELIO, EN MEMORIA AMOROSA DE 
CAROLYN Y JILL PFAUNMILLER. II TIMOTEO 2:15. Translated from 
Spanish this reads: ‘Dedicated to the glory of God and promotion 
of the Gospel, in loving memory of Carolyn and Jill Pfaunmiller. H 
Timothy 2:15.” 


Carolyn was fourteen, and Jill was thirteen. They were the 
daughters of the Reverend and Mrs. Elwood Pfaunmiller. Elwood 
was pastoring a church several miles south of Altoona, Pennsylva- 
nia. In 1975 these two young ladies had attended a youth meeting 
at a church and returned home on a church bus. When they stepped 
from the bus to go into their home, they were struck by a cattle truck 
and were killed. 


What if you had been a parent of those two girls? How would 
you have felt? Would you have questioned the Lord’s mercy or 
judgment or love? You may be sure the Pfaunmillers were broken 
and grieved. But question the wisdom and love of God they did not. 
They could not understand why such should happen, but their 
testimony for the Lord during their time of sorrow was a great 
blessing and help to all who knew them, especially to the members 
of the church and the people of that community. 


The two girls had indicated their desire to someday serve the 
Lord on the mission field. So a memorial fund was set up to provide 
for the construction of a tabernacle in the mountains of Mexico. 
This work was begun under the direction of Jose Lara at the Mount 
Horeb Bible Institute. 
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My wife and I joined the Pfaunmillers for dedication services 
in that tabernacle. On a Sunday afternoon the Pfaunmillers gave 
wonderful testimonies to the sustaining grace of God, and I had the 
privilege of bringing the message of dedication. Surely “God 
moves in a mysterious way His wonders to perform.” 
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July 


From my edvliest days Ih erested in try- 
ing to fix things. Sometimes T have success. Some- 
times I fail. 


When Laurel Francis, my granddaughter, was a little girl, she 
attended camp at the Wilds in North Carolina. When we picked her 
up, she gave me a little plaque with pictures of several tools such 
as a hammer, a screwdriver, a wrench, and a pair of pliers. On the 
plaque were the following words: “Grandfathers are for loving and 
fixing things.” Her description of me “hit the nail on the head.” 


Before I was saved and God called me to preach, I had consid- 
ered being either a mechanic or an electrician. Although I know 
something about both, on more than one occasion I have sought the 
advice of a good mechanic or a good electrician when I needed to 
fix something simple. 


I well remember my first job with electricity. We had no porch 
light; so I decided to put one in. I turned off the power at the switch, 
then went about my business of putting in a light. When I started to 
connect the wires, I got a real jolt and wondered where it came from. 
Then I saw that I was trying to tie into the live wires before they 
reached the meter and the switch. 


I was in a pastor’s home for a few days and noticed that the 
plunger in the lavatory would not hold the water in. I asked his wife 
to let me borrow a screwdriver and in a few moments remedied the 
situation. She thanked me profusely, saying she had been telling her 
husband for two or three years that they should get that thing fixed! 


Sometimes I find it impossible to fix something. There has to 
be a replacement. That is the way the Lord finds the human heart. 
Even He, the Omnipotent One, does not try to “fix” our old hearts. 
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He wants to give us new hearts, and He is fully able to do that. 
Sometimes such work may look hopeless, but with God all things 
are possible. 


My faith was sorely tried one noonday when I was scheduled 
to speak at the rescue mission in Detroit, Michigan. I looked at a 
crowd of almost three hundred men. Many were drunkards or dope 
addicts. Many were nothing but bums of the worst kind and looked 
as though they had no desire whatsoever to listen to the Word of 
God. 


I searched my heart. As the song leader led in a couple of songs, 
I thought to myself, ““Can God save anyone out of a crowd like 
this?” Then, in my heart I said, “Lord, I’m not going to speak today 
until I can believe in my heart that You can save anyone in this 
group.” I knew in my head that he could, but I wanted to know and 
feel it in my heart. I did speak because I did believe it in my heart, 
after a moment of searching and praying. 


Thank the Lord, three men did come forward, and I believe the 
Lord saved them. I prayed with one of them myself and heard him 
as he called on the name of the Lord for salvation. Through drink 
he had lost his home and his family, but that day I believe he found 
a Savior. The Lord came to “‘seek and to save that which was lost,”’ 
and He Himself said, ‘‘Him that cometh to me I will in no wise cast 
out.”’ When God gives a new heart, He then gives the new Christian 
grace enough to fix up the outside. 
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Oh, that God igain so that we 
could see a number of young men giving their lives 
in surrendered service to the Lord Jesus Christ! 


During a missions conference in Fitchburg, Massachusetts, 
several of us got on a school bus and went to North Hampton, 
Massachusetts. There we saw briefly the home where Jonathan 
Edwards lived and where David Brainerd passed away. David 
Brainerd was in love with Jonathan Edwards’s daughter; however, 
he never married her for two reasons. First of all, he did not feel 
that he could give her a proper home because he was traveling and 
doing missionary work among the Indians in New York and Penn- 
sylvania. Second, he became ill, and at twenty-nine, passed away. 
He burned himself out working for the Lord. 


What a privilege it was to see the memorial marker for Jonathan 
Edwards, that great scholar who preached the sermon “Sinners in 
the Hands of an Angry God.” I understand that he delivered that 
message under a dim light, and the people felt such deep conviction 
of heart and soul that they held onto the seats or benches ahead of 
them to keep from falling into hell. They felt something of the 
power of God and feared the judgment of God. 


A few miles north is the preparatory school of Mount Hermon, 
established by Dwight L. Moody. On that campus is a monument 
with the following words: 


Mount Hermon 
1886-1936 


Here, in July, 1886, to the glory of God and to 
the advancement of His kingdom, Dwight L. Moody 
and the Intercollegiate Young Men’s Christian Asso- 
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ciation of the United States and Canada called to- 
gether a conference of students from twenty-seven 
states and many lands beyond the seas. From the 
spiritual impulse here given, one hundred men offered 
their lives for foreign missionary service. A wide- 
spread spiritual awakening was begun in the colleges. 
Similar conferences were established throughout the 
world. The student volunteer movement was founded 
in 1888, and guidance was given the Christian student 
movement through the years. 


” 


“Tam the way, the truth, and the life. 


What a testimony to Dwight L. Moody and the power of 
God upon his heart and life during those days! The sad part is that 
two preparatory schools, Northfield and Mount Hermon, have gone 
into utter liberalism and modernism. As we stood at the gravesite 
of Dwight L. Moody, that great preacher of the love of God, we 
heard blaring from some of the dormitories the most terrible rock 
music that you can imagine. May God help us to stand true and 
faithful during these awful days in which we live. 
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April 


as havi iq heart trouble. 


I did not know. that w 


Having a heart attack is no fun. I found that out. I was in 
Struthers, Ohio, near Youngstown. After finishing a mission con- 
ference, I drove up to Bob Potter’s church the next day in Mentor, 
Ohio. They were having special meetings for the Ohio Bible 
Fellowship. That night I was planning to take Pastor and Mrs. Ron 
Sanderson, of Struthers, out for a meal. Early the next morning my 
wife and missionary Al Patterson would be flying into Pittsburgh 
where I would pick them up. Then we would drive to Altoona, 
Pennsylvania, for an eight-day missionary conference. I was sched- 
uled to speak Sunday morning, April 9. 


I ate very lightly Thursday night. After the meal I went to the 
Sanderson’s, where we watched the nightly news. I said nothing to 
them, but I just wasn’t feeling well at all; so I excused myself and 
went to the prophet’s chamber of the church. 


That night was about the most miserable night that I can 
remember. My stomach, back, and arms would not permit me to 
rest on the bed or on the couch. But as planned, I headed out the 
next day for the Pittsburgh airport. The others arrived, we loaded 
the car, and we headed for Altoona. I said nothing about my illness 
until close to lunchtime, but I could eat no lunch. At night, after 
driving on in, I felt the same way. That night and all day Saturday 
I felt terrible, but I had no thought of a heart attack. 


Perhaps I should not have, but Sunday morning I did try to 
speak. I say try because it took great effort, and it was noticeable 
to the people, I am sure. Following the service, instead of going to 
dinner as planned, Pastor Gary Dull and my wife took me to the 
hospital in Roaring Springs. They immediately began working on 
me and put me in intensive care. 
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After being hospitalized for eleven days, I was able to return 
home. I can only thank the Lord for His protection and keeping 
power through these years since that time. 
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Jeremiah wept.and prayed.a 
should we. 


Jeremiah, known as the weeping prophet, had a message from 
God for the people, but often they ignored that message. We are not 
told that he wept because of any personal mistreatment, though he 
had plenty of that. His heart was broken because of the transgres- 
sions of the people he loved. 


Those of us who preach the gospel should shed more tears than 
we do. Of course those tears should come from a sincerely broken 
heart. They should not be hypocritical tears. In other words, we 
should not plan to weep just for the sake of affecting the audience. 
An audience can tell very quickly whether such tears are genuine. 


I remember only two times when I actually wept in the pulpit. 
One of the times I was preaching at a young people’s camp in 
Findley Lake, New York. I was endeavoring to explain the love of 
God to those young people when my own heart burst, and the tears 
began to flow. I had to stop for a few moments. It was not “put on.” 
It was not planned. It just happened. 


The other time I was holding services in a small church near 
Port Huron, Michigan. The church consisted mostly of ladies and 
children with hardly any men to be seen. One evening while I was 
speaking, the noninterest of the community so touched my heart 
that I began to cry. Weeping in the pulpit, I confess, is no habit with 
me. One thing is for certain: I, along with many others, need to do 
more weeping in prayer. 
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June 


Children can always: ey 
time, I asked a little fellow what be planned ‘e be 
when he grew up. He answered, “Well, I’m either go- 
ing to be a preacher or a cowboy; but I think I'll be a 
cowboy—they make more money than preachers!” 


Once I was staying in the home of a pastor and his wife in 
Buffalo, New York. They had a little girl who was just barely 
walking. One morning after breakfast the pastor invited me to join 
him and his wife in the living room for devotions. After he read the 
Scripture, we all knelt at different chairs for prayer. I had my head 
between my elbows when I felt little hands trying to pry their way 
in to see what I was doing. Even though I was amused, I was trying 
to be “pious” and keep her still during the prayer time. Her father 
later told me that he had heard me making some kind of sound but 
thought I was agonizing in prayer. The truth of the matter was I was 
trying to keep from laughing out loud. That little baby had got her 
head as close to mine as possible and said, “‘Peek!”’ 


Another time I was holding services for a pastor in Anniston, 
Alabama. He and his wife had a little girl who was perhaps three 
or four years old and the two of us had become real buddies. One 
night in the service, the pastor’s wife purposely sat on the back pew 
so the little girl would not disturb anyone. But when I got up to 
preach, she happened to be standing up in the pew and her mother 
did not notice that the little rascal was just waving at me with all of 
her might. Of course I could do nothing but ignore it and go ahead 
with my preaching. When she saw that I was not going to wave 
back to her, she finally gave up and settled back down by the side 
of her mother. 
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October — 


I remember. at phone call: ) 
bach. He had received a call from Gordon Lavoie 
out on the Vancouver Island in British Columbia, 
Canada. The church on the island was in need of a 
pastor. Dr. Dreisbach encouraged me to go until 
some permanent worker could be found. 


Less than four years before, I had suffered a heart attack. I had 
gone through two surgeries, had an aneurism of the aorta, and 
suffered from carpal tunnel syndrome on my right hand. Besides 
that, I was seventy-nine and knew I would have to drive well over 
three thousand miles in order to get there. Besides, I had “retired” 
almost two years before. But I was actually feeling better than I had 
for at least three years. I just could not say no and did not want to 
say no. So with agreement from my wife, endorsement from the 
Gospel Fellowship Association board, and encouragement from the 
people in British Columbia, we headed that way on November 3. 


November 3 was Election Day, but we had voted for George 
Bush the day before we left. In a motel in Mississippi on the night 
of the election, we knew that the man from Arkansas was to be the 
next president. 


Since it was toward winter, we had planned to travel the south- 
ern route. I checked with the Automobile Association in Oklahoma 
City and was advised to head north and west to save two or three 
hundred miles of driving. Things went fairly well until I was almost 
stopped by a ground snow blizzard over a mountain pass in Wyo- 
ming. I sort of wished for the southern path. We made it as far as 
Casper, but the highway was closed that night. I remember driving 
through sleet, snow, and finally rain, over one mountain after 
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another. But the snow-covered forests made a beautiful picture as 
we continued on to Seattle. 


It was cold and foggy as we crossed by ferry over to Vancouver 
Island and drove up to the Comox Valley. But we found a warm 
reception from the people in the church. We spent four months with 
those dear Christians in the small but busy cities of Comox and 
Courtenay. We held services in a building high on a hill, a breath- 
taking view all around of farmland and the valley and the shores of 
Comox Bay. 


On the other side of the valley and the city of Courtenay is a 
portion of the Pacific Rim, a mountain range that separates Vancou- 
ver Island from the Pacific Ocean. Immediately across the valley, 
up in that range, is a glacier. North from the glacier are two ski 
resorts, Forbidden Plateau and Mount Washington. Some people in 
the early spring have the double pleasure of skiing in the morning 
and playing golf in the afternoon. 


I wish the spiritual fervor could match the physical beauty. 
There are few fundamentalist churches in Canada; Vancouver 
Island is no exception. It was a great joy, and a privilege, to preach 
to a few families who loved the Lord and wanted to hold the 
standards high. It was not easy to say good-bye to them after 
preaching one last Sunday morning and head back home. They now 
have a permanent pastor, a good shepherd for that island flock. 
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As Director of Relig ! the pleas- 
ure of being among the administrators of Bob 
Jones University who met every morning, five days 
a week. 


The executives of Bob Jones University looked to those in the 
administration of the school to keep in close touch with the students 
and see that the daily affairs of the University were properly 
handled. That administration is made up of the deans of the aca- 
demic schools, the dean of men, the dean of women, the dormitory 
supervisors, the business manager, the director of student services, 
and a few others. 


I cannot think of the group without thinking of Dr. James D. 
Edwards, dean of administration. Dr. Edwards and I went through 
school together, but he remained with the school all his life. He held 
so many positions I will not try to mention them in this brief article, 
but one word stands out in my mind as I remember my good friend, 
Jimmie D. That word is “faithfulness.” In spite of physical diffi- 
culties, he remained faithful until the Lord took him home. 


It was a sad day when we laid Dr. Gilbert Stenholm’s body in 
the grave. He had preceded me as director of religious activities, 
but he was also the director of extension and ministerial training. 
He had a great responsibility on his shoulders, but most of the time 
he carried the cares and burdens upon his heart. He was a great help 
to me, and we had been very close friends for many years. 


No one could know the burdens that some of those leaders had 
to carry. Dr. R. K. Johnson began working in the business office 
while still a student in the early days of the school. As the business 
manager he worked closely with Dr. Bob Jones, Sr., and Dr. Bob 
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Jones, Jr., as they relocated and built one building after another in 
Cleveland, Tennessee, and later in Greenville, South Carolina. Yet 
he always had a smile and friendly greeting for all those with whom 
he came in contact. 


A young man by the name of Walter Fremont became the dean 
of the School of Education about the time I returned to the Univer- 
sity to work. It was during the next several years that Christian day 
schools began to spring up all over the country. Those schools 
needed Christian teachers, and I do not suppose any one man did 
more to influence teachers in that direction than did Dr. Fremont. 
He was an outstanding teacher and speaker. He and his wife 
coauthored the book Formula for Family Unity, which has been 
read and used extensively in Christian households. Dr. Fremont’s 
influence was felt for several years after he had to officially relin- 
quish his duties, stricken with Lou Gehrig’s disease. 


In 1954 Dr. Dwight Gustafson became the dean of the School 
of Fine Arts. At this writing he is still at that helm. Dwight 
Gustafson has the intellect and ability to have been an artist, an 
architect, or a preacher, but he seems to fit perfectly in the 
position where he has served with distinction. Through the turbu- 
lent years of rock-and-roll, contemporary Christian music, and the 
cultural changes that our country has experienced, he has held the 
standards high and has been a real soldier of the cross. His accom- 
plishments are too many to enumerate here. 


As you drive onto the campus of Bob Jones University and park 
in the front parking area, you will face a building. On the front of 
that building, from top to bottom, you will see one word in large 
letters: ADMINISTRATION. It is a big task to administer the daily and 
yearly operations of Bob Jones University, but those who still meet 
daily there do an admirable job. 
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During the.tw si d 
of being in the administration of Bob Jones Univer- 
sity, I got to know something of the people I 

worked for and with, and something of their fami- 
lies. 


There are two dominant characteristics of the Jones family, from 
Dr. Bob, Sr., to Bob IV: kindness and conviction. Anyone who has 
ever heard of Bob Jones University is not surprised at the word 
“conviction.’’ But many know that “‘kindness” represents them just 
as much. During the more than forty years that I have lived in 
Greenville, there have appeared many “‘letters to the editor” con- 
cerning one or another of the Jones men. Almost without exception 
those letters have been negative, criticisms from people who little 
know how all these men care for the students. I know; my job 
description was to help “any student at any time who came to me 
with any problem.” 


All of the Joneses have been perfect gentlemen and ladies. I 
often visited the University before returning here to work. On a few 
occasions, it was my pleasure to dine with Dr. Bob, Sr. I remember 
how Bob III, as a young boy, would hold the door for others to enter, 
and such were the actions of all three of the children of Dr. Jones, 
Jr. They were always polite enough to speak to visitors; that takes 
a lot of grace when they have visitors just about all the time. But 
their kindness continued even after they grew older. Thank God, so 
did their convictions. 


I had known Dr. Bob, Sr., to talk “cold turkey” to a student at 
the Discipline Committee, telling him that he should be expelled, 
trying to impress on him the seriousness of his situation. Then he 
would walk out of the room as the committee deliberated its final 
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decision. If he felt there were any sign of change and any hope for 
the student, he would pick up the telephone, call the office he had 
just left, and ask the committee to grant the person another chance. 


This concern for students does not stop when students graduate. 
Although Dr. Jones, Jr., the chancellor, is well past his eightieth 
birthday, he still travels all over the world to preach in churches of 
graduates and others. No one would blame him for sitting at home 
and taking things a bit easier, but he does not. He could also choose 
to go only to the larger churches. But he goes wherever he feels he 
can encourage those who are holding the line for the fundamentals 
of the faith. 


During the days when the ecumenical movement had begun to 
sweep the nation, Dr. Bob Jones, Sr., and Dr. John R. Rice called 
for a special meeting of evangelists in Chicago. They wanted 
evangelists to sign a pledge that they would not hold meetings under 
the sponsorship of anyone who did not stand for the fundamentals 
of the faith. I wanted to go and give my support to the cause. Since 
the meeting was set during the Christmas season, I was planning to 
catch a bus late Christmas Day and ride all night to save money. In 
a conversation with me in my office, Dr. Bob, Sr., learned what I 
was planning to do. He left my office and returned fifteen minutes 
later. He laid twenty-five dollars on the desk and told me he wanted 
to show his appreciation for my support of his plan. 


God has blessed the University because of the consistency of 
its leadership. There are dozens—hundreds—of faculty and staff 
members and thousands of graduates who can testify to the things 
that I have written. 
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By the Lords ; grace CLT 
accidents that I could have had. I thank the Lord 
for His wonderful protecting hand. 


I have five grandchildren, two of which are grandsons. The 
older, a student in Bob Jones Academy, gave me a real compliment 
sometime ago when I was driving him home one night. He said, 
“Grandpa, you’re a pretty good driver to be eighty years old.” I 
tried to respond as modestly as possible by reminding him that it 
was mostly because of long experience at the wheel. 


I have never thought of myself as an expert at driving, but if 
experience has anything to do with it, I should qualify fairly weil. 
When I was a boy, our family had a Model T Ford. My father drove 
it home when he bought it but drove it very few times after that. 
My older brother quickly learned how, and it wasn’t long before I 
also began to drive. From then on my father never touched the 
wheel. 


My brother was five school years ahead of me, so when he left 
for college I was left as the sole operator of that Model T Ford. I 
was entering the eighth grade at the time. I was fourteen. 


I bought my first car in 1937. The other day I counted the 
number of cars that I have owned up to the present. I’ ve had twenty: 
three Willys Coupes, four Chevrolets, three Oldsmobiles, two 
Cadillacs, two Ford Escorts, two Chryslers, one Omni, one Toyota, 
one Pontiac, and one Lincoln Continental. 


Being in evangelistic work and driving all over the country gave 
me a little driving experience at least. I have had only one wreck. 
It happened around a mountain curve in the Black Hills of South 
Dakota. On a bright, sunshiny day in early November, I came over 
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the top on a slight curve and before I knew it I was on a sheet of ice 
on a shaded part of the road. There was nothing I could do; I lost 
control of the car completely. 


The left front fender hit a rock bank; the car turned around, and 
the rear left fender hit the same bank and put me back on the road 
headed in the right direction. After straightening the front fender, I 
was able to drive on into Wyoming to begin revival services. 
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It is true indeed that there is a time to.speak and 


there is a time to close your mouth. 


Sometime ago I went to a dentist and the technician was 
cleaning my teeth. Instead of flushing my mouth with water and 
having me take a cup and do the rinsing, she would just say, “Close 
your mouth;” then she would use a suction to draw all the water. 
Six or eight times during the cleaning process she told me to “close 
my mouth.” I started to tell her that she reminded me so much of 
my wife. Of course, I would have been joking. My wife is a sweet, 
easy-going lady. Everybody who knows her knows that to be true, 
but it surely would have been a good joke. Even my wife enjoyed 
hearing about what I thought of telling the technician. 


A short time after that experience, I was to have an x-ray. One 
lady directed me to a little stall, handed me one of those crazy 
wrap-around gowns, and commanded me to take most of my clothes 
off, put that gown on, and wait there until someone came for me. 
Then she pulled the door closed and walked away. I obeyed and 
patiently waited several minutes before a lady came by and called 
my name. 


That lady took at least four “‘pictures” and gave at least three 
commands with each picture: take a deep breath, let it out, breathe. 
I started to tell her that she was much kinder than the dental 
technician, that she only told me when I could breathe and when I 
couldn’t—but that the dentist’s helper had told me in no uncertain 
terms to close my mouth. 


I retired from office work at the age of seventy-seven. The day 
came when books, pictures, and other articles should be removed 
from my office and desk. Hanging on the door was the sign: “Dr. 
Marvin Lewis, Director.” I took that sign down, gathered three or 
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a 


four secretaries around me, and with a serious look asked, ““Do you 
suppose there is any place at home where I can put up this sign?” 
Those secretaries, with one loud response, said, “No!” It was 
finally agreed that perhaps I could place it somewhere in the 
carport—perhaps on the passenger’s side. 
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January 


The word meander.means .t 
as a river; wander aimlessly or without purpose.” 
I plead guilty to the first part of that definition, but 
not to the second. I did indeed have a purpose. 


My wife, Dorothy, was going through some old papers and 
happened to notice a scrap piece where she had written the three 
words, Marvin's Missionary Meanderings. She could not remember 
her reason for writing them, but she did remember that they were 
written in the summer of 1976, the summer that I meandered all 
over Europe visiting missionaries and preaching the gospel. 


Before heading for the World Congress of Fundamentalism in 
Scotland, I purchased a Eurail Pass for two months of train travel 
in the European countries. Beginning in France I meandered 
through the following countries in this order: Spain, Monaco, 
France, Germany, Austria, Germany, Italy, Switzerland, Germany, 
Denmark, Sweden, Norway, Sweden, Denmark, Germany, Swit- 
zerland, France, Spain, France, Germany, Luxembourg, Belgium, 
and Holland. My last train ride was to Amsterdam, and I “‘mean- 
dered”’ from there back to Scotland, England, and finally to New 
York City and to Greenville, South Carolina! 


I had the opportunity of preaching in nearly all of those coun- 
tries and visiting with missionaries all over Europe. The $300 I paid 
for that Eurail Pass was well worth the price. It permitted me to 
travel first class on any train in any of those countries at any time, 
day or night. 


While I was doing all of the meandering alone, my dear wife 
was “holding the fort” and staying at home with our younger 
daughter who was still single. I received a letter from my daughter 
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when I arrived in Metz, France, informing me that she was engaged 
to a nice young man. About a year following that, the two were 
married, and since that time my wife has meandered with me around 
the world. But not “‘aimlessly and without purpose!” The Lord has 
been exceedingly good and exceedingly gracious in many, many 
ways. 
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June — 


“Lord, thou hast been our.dwelling pl ce in all 


generations” (Psalm 90:1). 


On Friday, November 22, 1935, as a college senior, I was called 
on to quote the ninetieth Psalm in our Bible Doctrines class. In that 
psalm we read that “the days of our years are threescore years and 
ten; and if by reason of strength they be fourscore years, yet is their 
strength labour and sorrow; for it is soon cut off, and we fly away.” 
We also read that ““we spend our years as a tale that is told.” As a 
story or tale comes to an end, so do the years of our lives. We are 
not here forever. Therefore we should pray that our lives would be 
filled with what is expressed in the last verse of Psalm 90: “Let the 
beauty of the Lord our God be upon us: and establish thou the work 
of our hands upon us; yea, the work of our hands establish thou it.” 
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“Dr. David Laurie 
(center right) was 

a Scottish preacher, 
a nice fellow. Dr. 
Gilbert Stenholm, 
Dr. Bob Jones, and 
I enjoyed hearing 
him talk.” 


“My daughters Kathy and Linda were crazy 
about dogs, especially Kathy. I told her to 
pet his head, but she said, ‘No, I want to 
pet this end.’ Not so dangerous, I guess.” 
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“They just looked at me. 
I guess they wondered 
why I would play a saw 
in a concert center.” 


“Alumnus of the Year? 
I was surprised, I'll tell 
you that.” 
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“James Edwards, 
Gilbert Stenholm, 
Dr. Bob Jones, Sr., 
R. K. Johnson, and 
I were in Gilbert’s 
house. It was just 

a set-up shot, you 
know. Dr. Bob did 
not play the piano.” 


“7 didn’t come to BJU to be the Director 
of Religious Activities. I didn’t come to be 
an administrator. I came to be a personal 
counselor. I came to be someone students 
could talk to.” 
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“We stopped in Germany to 
see the Matthias family. They’ve 
been missionaries there for years.” 


“Gerry Johnson 
took me to a church 
pastored by a 
Korean man he had 
been working with.” 


P : — 


“At our wedding, I stumbled on a little step at the side 
of the sanctuary. I was nervous anyway, but that shook 
me up. I got to the altar trembling and shaking. I told 
Dorothy, ‘T almost fell for you.’ I did fall for her, you 


know—and I still do.” 
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Full of the rich remembrances of a life well-lived, this journal of an 
evangelist’s days is warm and funny, keen and human, upbeat and nostalgic all 
at once. 


I didn’t think the principal had actually seen me, though I knew I was guilty. 
I really wasn’t a liar, but I hated the thought of being sent home with such a 
penalty. So when the principal called my name, I said, ‘Professor Norton, I 
didn’t—’ 


It lends a personal, and sometimes surprising, perspective on both world and 
local history: 


Historians tell us that the financial crash .. . took place in 1929. So far as I 
am personally concerned, ... it must have been somewhere around 1918 or 
1919 when I was five or six years old. 


From This High Hill reads like a conversation with someone who has trav- 


eled the world and has worked with hundreds of people—famous and ordinary, 


saintly and not so saintly. In its pages the reader comes to know a 
straightforward and humble man, whose observations are both simple and 
complex: 


Sometimes you have to pay a heavy price for great bargains. 


And page by page, From This High Hill affirms with quiet grace and 
confidence that the Lord “has been a dwelling place in all generations.” 


If you enjoyed this book, write for a complete 
list of our titles. 
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